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PREFACE. 


One  of  the  most  striking  characteristics  of  the  present  age 
is  the  Dumber  of  female  writers,  especially  in  the  department 
of  belles-lettres.  This  is  even  more  true  of  the  United 
States,  than  of  the  old  worid ;  and  poetry,  which  b  the  lan- 
guage of  the  a£&ctions,  has  been  freely  employed  among  us 
to  express  the  emotions  of  woman's  heart. 

Few  American  women,  besides  the  author  of  Zophiel,  have 
written  poems  of  any  considerable  length,  but  many  have 
published  volumes  of  poetiy,  and  fii^tive  pieces  of  various 
merit  have  been  poured  forth  through  our  newspapers  and 
other  periodicals,  with  the  utmost  prolusion.  This  veiy 
profuseness  has  led  many  to  underrate  the  genuine  value, 
which  upon  closer  examination  will  be  found  appertaining 
to  these  snatches  of  American  song.  As  the  rare  exotic, 
costly  because  of  the  distance  from  which  it  is  brought,  will 
often  suffer  in  comparison  of  beauty  and  fragrance  with  the 
abundant  wild  flowers  of  our  meadows  and  woodland  slopes, 
so  the  reader  of  our  present  volume,  if  ruled  by  an  honest 
taste,  will  discover  in  the  effusions  of  our  ^fted   country- 
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women  as  much  grace  of  form,  and  powerful  sweetness 
of  tliought  and  feeling,  as  in  the  blossoms  of  woman's  genius 
culled  from  other  lands. 

The  personal  pleasure  enjoyed  during  some  careful  searches 
for  the  greatest  specimens  of  worth  and  beauty  in  this  fertile 
garden  of  literature,  has  led  the  editor  to  believe  that  the 
collection  now  made  may  not  be  unwelcome  to  the  public 
generally.  It  must  be  borne  in  mind  that  not  many  ladies 
in  this  country  are  permitted  sufficient  leisure  from  the  cares 
and  duties  of  home  to  devote  themselves,  either  from 
choice,  or  as  a  means  of  living,  to  literary  pursuits.  Hence, 
the  themes  which  have  suggested  the  greater  part  of  the 
following  poems  have  been  derived  from  the  incidents  and 
associations  of  every-day  life.  And  home,  with  its  quiel 
joys,  its  deep  pure  sympathies,  and  its  secret  sorrows,  with 


classification,  a  chronolo^cal  arrangement,  so  far  as  it  was 
possible,  has  been  pursued.  Neither  have  pains  been 
spared  to  seek  out  those  who  in  the  earlier  years  of  the 
country  have  written  verses  perhaps  of  slight  merit,  yet 
whose  names  are  interesting  from  other  considerations.  At 
the  same  time  the  desire  of  indulging  a  mere  antiquarian 
taste,  has  not  tempted  the  editor  from  the  main  and  more 
nsefiil  purpose  of  presenting  a  compilation  of  the  best  pieces. 
It  may  be  also,  that  a  few  names  have  been  omitted,  which, 
in  the  estimadon  of  some,  should  have  received  notice. 
Where,  however,  the  materials  were  so  abundant,  and  the 
■pace  so  restricted,  it  was  necessary  to  select. 

The  accomplishment  of  this  work  has  been  greatly  assisted, 
by  the  cheeriul  kindness  with  which  permission  to  use  the 
name  and  productions  of  the  authors  has  been  granted. 
Such  permission  has  been  sought  in  every  case  where  it  was 
practicable ;  and,  with  very  few  exceptions,  nothing  could 
exceed  the  courtesy  and  liberality  shown  the  editor  by  those 
ladies  whose  favours  she  asked.  >  It  only  remains  for  her  to 
regret  that  one  or  two  names,  which  she  would  gladly 
have  inserted,  have  been  omitted,  in  compliance  with  the 
wishes  of  those  who  had  the  only  perfect  right  to  dictate  the 
omission.  - 

With  regard  to  the  biographical  part,  facts  have  been 
■ought,  and  generally  obtained  from  the  direct  sources  of 
reliable  information.  In  a  few  instances,  the  editor  has  been 
compelled  to  resort  to  printed  authorities ;  for  one  notice 
{that  of  Mrs.  Lowell,)  she  is  wholly  indebted  to  Mr.  Gris- 
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wold,  whose  politeness  should  be  appreciated  more  highly, 
as  he  is  himself  engaged  upon  a  work  of  a  similar  character- 
Reports  or  on-dits,  whelher  flattering  or  detractive,  have 
been  invariably  rejected. 

This  may  account  for  the  shortness  of  some  of  the  sketches, 
the  subjects  of  which  are  themselves  most  interesting.  No 
women  of  refinement,  however  worthy  of  distinction  —  and 
the  most  worthy  are  always  the  most  modest  —  like  to  have 
the  holy  privacy  of  their  personal  movements  invaded.  To 
say  where  they  were  bora  seems  quite  enough  while  they  are 
alive.  Thus,  several  of  our  correspondents  declared  their 
fancies  to  be  their  only  facts;  others  that  they  had  done 
nothing  all  their  lives;  and  some, — with  a  modesty  most 
extreme  —  that  they  had  not  lived  at  all. 
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ANNE  BRADSTREET. 


Awtn  Bkadbtbbbt,  wife  of  Simon  Bmi^street,  gfovemor  of  Hnsaachu- 
seiu  colony,  and  daughter  of  Governor  Thomaa  Dudley,  waa  born  st 
NoTlhftnipton,  England,  in  the  year  1612.  She  wan  married  at  the 
tge  of  Eixteen,  and  the  following-  yeat  came  with  her  husband  to  thta 
country.     She  died  September  16th,  1872. 

Although  "  merrie  old  Englande"  claima  her  hirth-place,  the  honour 
of  her  poetical  feme  belongs  to  America;  for  we  find  her  recorded 
•■  the  earliest  poet  of  New  England,  where  she  gained  much  celehrlty 
bj  tbe  spirit  and  power  of  her  writlciga.  Cotton  Mather  is  warm  in 
ber  praise,  and  declares  that  "  her  poems,  divers  times  printed,  have 
aAbcded  a  grateful  entertainment  unto  the  ingenious,  and  a  monu- 
ment for  her  memory  beyond  the  stateliest  marbles."  The  learnel. 
and  excellent  John  Norton,  of  Ipawich,  calls  her  ■'  the  mirror  of  her 
age,  and  the  glory  of  her  sex."  Thai  she  must  have  been  also  a  brifrht 
example  to  women,  worthy  of  a  clcse  imitation,  we  cannot  doubt; 
for  we  learn  from  the  preface  to  the  second  edition  of  her  poems,  that 
•be  was  as  much  loved  for  her  gentleness,  discretion,  and  domestic 
diligence,  as  ahe  was  admired  for  her  genius,  wit,  and  love  of  learn- 
ing. Tbe  volume  is  pronounced  to  be  "  the  work  ofa  woman,  honoured 
and  ecteemed  where  she  lives,  &r  her  gracious  demi 
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nent  porta,  her  pious  conversation,  her  courteous  disposition,  her  exact 
diiif^ence  in  her  place,  snil  discreet  managing  of  her  lamily  occasions; 
and  more  than  bo,  these  poems  are  the  fruit  but  of  some  few  hours, 
curtailed  from  her  sleep,  end  other  refrcuhtnents."  What  a  sweet  and 
rare  description  of  a  woman  of  genius ! 

The  contents  of  her  book  are  curious;  a  Pnem  upon  the  Fmtr  Ele- 
menli,  Ihe  Four  Ilumourt  in  Man't  Conililulion,  the  Four  Age*  of 
Man,  and  the  Four  Sfanma  of  Ihe  Yfar ;  in  these  we  are  presented 
with  personifications  of  Fire,  Air,  Earth,  and  Water;  Choler,  Blood, 
Melancholy,  and  Phlegm;  Childhood,  Youth,  Middle  Age,  and  Old 
Age;  each  of  whom  coines  forth  with  bd  address  in  which  its  peculiar 
excellencies  are  depicted.  Then  follows  a  versified  lliilortf  of  the 
Four  Monarrhiel  of  the  Wortd;  with  dicen  other  Pkaianl  and 
Serioia  Porm».  The  subjoined  extracts  are  from  a  long  poem  entitled 
ConlempUtionM,  and  prove  Mrs.  Bradstreet  to  have  been  a  genuine 
poet  The  slow,  stately  measure  sbe  adopted,  suits  well  the  solemn 
niBJes^  of  her  musing  thoughls. 
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The  more  I  looked,  the  more  I  grew  amazed, 
And  softly  said,  what  glory 's  like  to  thee  ? 
Soul  of  this  world,  this  Universe^s  eye, 
No  wonder  some  made  thee  a  deity; 
Had  I  not  better  known,  alas !  the  same  had  I. 

Thon  as  a  bridegroom  from  thy  chamber  rushest, 

And  as  a  strong  man  joyes  to  run  a  race. 
The  mom  doth  usher  thee  with  smiles  and  blushes. 

The  earth  reflects  her  glances  in  thy  face. 
Birds,  insects,  animals  with  vegetive. 
Thy  heart  from  death  and  dulness  doth  revive, 
And  in  the  darksome  womb  of  fruitful  nature  dive. 

Art  thou  so  full  of  glory,  that  no  eye 

Hath  strength  thy  shining  rayes  once  to  behold? 

And  is  thy  splendid  throne  erect  so  high. 
As  to  approach  it  can  no  earthly  mould  ? 

How  full  of  glory  then  must  thy  Creator  be, 

Who  gave  this  bright  light  lustre  unto  thee! 

Admired,  adored  for  ever,  be  that  Majesty. 

•  •  «  •  • 

Who  thinks  not  oft  upon  the  fathers'  ages, 

Their  long  descent,  how  nephew's  sons  they  saw, 

The  starry  observations  of  those  sages, 

And  how  their  precepts  to  their  sons  were  law ; 

How  Adam  sighed  to  see  his  progeny 

Clothed  all  in  his  black  sinful  livery. 

Who  neither  guilt  nor  yet  the  punishment  could  fly. 

Our  life  compare  we  with  iheir  length  of  dayes. 
Who  to  the  tenth  of  theirs  doth  now  arrive  ? 

And  though  thus  short,  we  shorten  many  wayes, 
Living  so  little  while  we  are  alive; 

In  eating,  drinking,  sleeping,  vain  delight. 

So  unawares  comes  on  perpetual  night, 

And  puts  all  pleasures  vain  unto  eternal  flight. 
2*  B 
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When  I  behold  ihe  heavens  as  in  their  prime, 
Anil  then  the  earth  ((hough  old)  still  clad  in  green, 

The  stones  nnd  trees,  insensible  of  lime, 

Nor  age  nor  wrinkle  on  iheir  fronl  are  seen; 

If  winter  come,  and  greenness  then  do  fade, 

A  Spring  returns,  and  they  more  youtlifuU  made ; 

But  man  grows  old,  lies  down,  remuins  where  once  he 't 
laid. 

By  birth  more  noble  than  those  creatures  all, 
Yet  seems  by  nature  and  by  cusiome  cursed ; 

No  sooner  boni,  but  grief  and  care  make  fall 
That  state  obliterate  he  had  at  first. 

Nor  youth,  nor  strength,  nor  wisdom  spring  agsin. 

Nor  habitations  long  their  names  retain, 

But  in  oblivion  to  the  final  day  remain. 


Under  the  cooling  shadow  of 
Close  sale  I  by  8  goodly  i 
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Thoa  Emblem  true  of  trtut  I  connt  the  belt, 

O  could  I  lead  mf  Rivulets  to  rest, 

So  nuj  we  piesa  to  that  mt  mansion,  ever  blesL 

Te  Fish  which  in  this  liquid  region  'bide. 

That  for  each  season  hare  your  babilation, 
Now  salt,  now  fresh,  where  jron  thiDk  best  to  glide, 

To  nnkDown  coasts  to  gire  a  Tjnitatioii) 
In  lakes  and  ponds  yon  leave  y odt  nnmerona  by. 
So  nature  tangfat,  and  yet  yon  know  not  why, 
Yon  watry  folk  that  know  not  yonr  felici^. 

Look  how  the  wantons  (risk  to  taste  the  air. 

Then  to  the  colder  botlome  alraight  Uiey  dire, 
Efisoon  to  Neptune's  glassie  Hall  repair 

To  see  what  trade  the  great  ones  there  do  drive. 
Who  forage  o'er  the  spacious  sea-green  field. 
And  take  the  trembling  prey  before  it  yield. 
Whose  armour  is  their  scales,  their  spreading  fins  their 
shield. 

Wbile  mnsing  thus  with  contemplation  fed, 

Aad  thousand  faneiea  bnzzing  in  my  btain, 
The  Bweet-tongued  Philomel  pereht  o'er  my  bead. 

And  chanted  forth  a  most  melodious  strain. 
Which  rapt  me  so  with  wonder  and  delight, 
1  judged  my  hearing  better  than  my  sight. 
And  wisbt  me  winga  with  her  awhile  to  take  ray  flight 

0  merry  Bird  (said  I)  that  fears  no  anares. 
That  nnther  toyles  nor  hoards  up  in  thy  bam, 

Peeb  no  sad  thoughts,  nor  cruciating  cares 
To  gain  more  good,  or  shun  what  might  ihee  harm ; 

Thy  cloaths  ne'er  wear,  thy  meat  is  eTCrywhere. 

Thy  bed  a  bough,  thy  drink  the  water  cleer, 

«  not  what  is  past,  nor  what's  to  come  dost  fear. 


\ 


_i 
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The  dawning  mom  wilh  gongs  tliou  (!oBt  prevent. 
Sells  hundred  notes  unlo  thy  feathered  crew, 

So  each  one  tunes  his  pretty  instrument, 
And  warbling  oul  the  old,  begins  anew, 

And  thus  they  paaa  iheir  youth  in  summer  seaBoii, 

Then  follow  ihee  into  a  betlfr  Region 

Where   winter  'b  never  felt  by  thai  awect  airy  legion. 

Man's  ai  the  best  a  creature  fruil  and  vain. 
In   knowledge  ignorant,  in  strength  but  weak; 

Subject  to  sorrows,  losses,  sickness,  pain, 

Each  siorm  bis  stale,  his  mind,  his  body  break : 

From  some  of  these  he  never  linds  t 

But  day  or  night,  within,  withi 

Troubles  from  foes,  from  friends,  from  dearest,  r 
relation. 


And  yet  this  sinfull  creature,  frail  a 
This  lump  of  wrelchediK 
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Bill  Md  affliction  comes,  and  makes  him  sea 
Here 's  neither  honour,  wealth,  nor  rafety ; 
Only  above  ia  found  all  with  security. 

O  Time '.    the  &tal  wrack  of  mortal  things, 

That  draws  oblivton's  curtain  over  kings. 

Their  sumptuous  monuments,  men  know  ihem  not. 

Their  names  without  a  Record  are  forgot. 

Their  parts,  their  ports,  their  pomp*s  all  laid  i'  th'  dust, 

Nor  wit  nor  gold,  nor  buildings  'scape  Time's  rustj 

But  he  whose  name  is  graved  in  the  white  stone, 

Shall  last  and  shine,  when  all  of  these  are  gone. 


JANE  TUBELL. 


Ji.tB  TuKEU.  was  bom  in  Boston,  ITOS.  She  wis  the  only  daughter 
of  Dr.  Benjamin  Colmui,  a  cler^man  distinguished  for  his  learning. 
eiutjaence.  and  poetic  taste,  whose  early  life  was  sarieJ  by  many  stirring 
ud  romantic  incidents.  Af\er  having  taken  his  degree  at  Harvard  Cul- 
lege,  he  embarked  for  London;  the  vessel  was  captured  by  a  French  pri- 
nleer,  and  he  with  his  companions  were  impri.ioned  at  Nantz.  At  the 
(ipiration  of  two  months,  an  exchange  of  prisoners  look  place  between 
the  English  and  French,  and  Mr.  Colmin  wan  transported  to  Ports- 
mouth. From  thence  he  went  to  London,  and,  not  very  long  after,  was 
appointed  to  take  charge  of  a  church  in  Bath,  where  he  formed  an  inti- 
nale  acquaintance  with  Miss  Singer,  aflerwarils  the  celebrated  Mrs. 
Rowe.  On  his  return  to  his  native  country,  he  was  settled  over  the 
Bnttle  Street  Church,  Boston ;  in  which  station  he  remained  till  his 
death,  nearly  halfa  century  afterward. 

His  daughter  Jane  early  evinced  a  fonilncsa  for  learning,  and  was 
eDcoaraged  by  her  lather  to  pursue  with  indefatigable  industry  all  lite- 
nry  pursuits.  In  her  nineteenth  year  she  was  married  to  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Torell,  of  Medfbrd,  a  village  near  Boston.    She  had  then  read,  and 


32  J&IfETDKELL. 

tlioroughly  underelood,  all  the  works  of  Divioily  History,  nnd  Philoso- 
phy, to  which  she  coulJ  gain  access;  and  was  regnrded  with  great 
admiration  by  all  ivho  surrounilcd  her  fur  her  superior  allainmiinU.  She 
died  at  the  ago  of  twonly-eeven,  haying,  in  her  short  life,  "faithfully 
fulfilled  all  tlioee  duties  which  shed  the  brightest  lustre  upon  wotiuto's 
namei   the  dulica  of  the   friend,  the  daughter,  the  mother,  and   the 

Ilcr  poems  were  collected  in  a  pamphlet,  and  published  b;  her  liii»- 
bond,  immediately  after  her  death. 

A    PAKAFHnASB    OP    THB    O.VE     HUNDRED    AND 


As  on  the  rnargin  of  Euphrates'  flood 

We  wailM  our  sins,  ami  inourn'd  on  angry  God  ; 

(For  God  provoked,  to  stningers  gave  out  land, 

And  by  a  rigliieous  Judge  coiidenined  we  stand;) 

Deep  were  our  groans,  our  griefs  without  compare, 

With  ardent  cries  we  rent  ihe  yielding  air. 

Borne  down  wiih  woes,  no  friend  at  hand  was  found. 
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Bot  now  art  desolate,  a  barren  waste, 
Thy  rruilful  fields  by  thoma  and  weeds  defaced. 
If  I  forget  Judea's  monmful  land, 
Hay  nothing  prosper  that  I  lake  in  hand ! 
Or  if  I  string  the  lyre,  or  tune  my  roice, 
Till  thy  deliverance  cause  me  to  rejoice ; 
O  may  my  tongue  forget  her  art  to  move, 
And  may  I  never  more  my  speech  improve  I 
Return,  O  Lord!  avenge  us  of  our  foes, 
Destroy  the  men  thai  np  against  us  rose: 
Let  Edom^s  sons  thy  just  displeasure  know. 
And,  like  us,  serve  some  foreign  conquering  foe 
In  dialaiit  realms ;  far  from  their  native  home, 
To  which  dear  seal  O  let  them  never  come ! 

Thou,  Babel's  daughter!  author  of  our  woe, 
Shalt  feel  the  stroke  of  some  revenging  blow : 
Thy  walls  and  towns  be  levelled  with  the  ground, 
Sorrow  and  grief  shall  in  each  soul  be  found : 
Thrice  blest  the  man  who,  that  auspicious  night, 
Shall  seize  ihy  trembling  infants  in  thy  sight, 
Regardless  of  ihy  flowing  tears  and  moans. 
And  dash  the  tender  babes  against  the  stones.* 

*  Her  fttherssfs  of  this  Paraphrase,  "The  serious  melanchol;  Psalm 
ii  well  turned  in  the  most  parts  rrf'  it,  considering  your  years  and  advsn- 
lajes  fbr  such  a  perfiumance.  You  speak  of  a  suigle  withered  willow 
■iiicb  they  hung'  their  harps  on;  but  the  Euphrates  was  covered 
vjth  willows  along  the  banks  of  it,  so  tJut  it  has  been  called  the  River 
of  Willows.  1  hope,  m;  dear,  your  lyre  will  not  be  hung  on  sjch  a 
nmwful  shrub.  Go  on  in  sacred  songs,  and  we'll  hang  it  on  the 
utely  cedars  of  Lebanon.  Or  let  the  pleasant  elm  before  the  door 
■here  you  are,  suffice  for  yoo." 
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IM  ITATli 


OKACE 


From  the  sofl  Bhades,  and  from  the  balmy  Gweets 
Of  Sledford's  flowery  vulcs,  and  green  retreats, 
Your  obaeut  Delia  to  her  father  sends, 
And  prays  to  see  him  ere  the  summer  ends. 

Now  while  the  earth  'a  with  beauteous  verdure  dyed, 
And  Flora  paints  the  meads  in  all  her  pride  ; 
While  hideii  ireea  Pomona's  bounty  own. 
And  Ceres'  Ireasurea  do  the  fields  adorn, 
From  the  thick  smokes,  and  noisy  town,  O  come, 
And  in  these  plains  awhile  foi^et  your  home, 

Though  my  small  income  never  can  afTord, 
Like  wealthy  Celsua  to  rcgjilo  a  lord; 
No  ivory  lahles  groan  beneath  the  «-eiglit 
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Then  modeimie  each  takea  hk  cbmAd  jtiir. 

And  our  ;ood  wuhea  to  AoguKD*  paaa. 

But  though  rich  diinoe*  dctct  qxcad  bit  boaid. 

Nor  ray   cocA  vmnliM  Calabnsn  wiat»  aSxi; 

Tet  what  is  neat  and  wbotnome  1  can  tpicad,— 

My  good  fat  bacon,  and  oar  homelv'  (mad, 

With  which  my  healthful  bmilr  i*  bd. 

Milk  from  the  cow,  and  baiter  dcwIt  ctmra'd, 

.^iid  new  fresh  cheese,  with  cnids  and  cream  jast  tv 

For  a  desaert  upoa  my  table  'a  aeea 

The  golden  ap[de,  and  the  ineloa  gnen ; 

The  blushing  peach,  and  gloaay  plain  ihcR  lis. 

And  with  the  mamliake  tempt  yoar  hand*  and  era 

These  I  can  give,  and  if  roa  H  here  tpm. 
To  slake  your  ihiral  a  cask  of  Autumn  beer, 
Reserv'd  on  purpose  for  your  drinking  here. 
Under  the  spreading  elms  oar  limbs  well  lay. 
While  fragrant  zephyn  round  oar  lemplea  play; 
Retired  from  courts,  and  crowds,  tecuie  we'll  sit 
And  freely  feed  upon  our  eoanlry  treat; 
No  noisy  faction  here  sliall  dare  intrude. 
Or  once  disturb  our  peaceful  soliiode. 

No  stately  beds  my  humble  roofs  adorn, 
Of  cosily  purple,  by  carred  panther*  borrK; 
Nor  can  I  boast  Ai^ia's  rich  perfumes, 
Difliisipg  odors  through  our  stately  rooms. 
Foi  roe  no  k'n  Egyptian  plies  the  loom. 
But  my  line  linen  all  b  inade  at  home. 
Though  I  no  down  or  lapestry  can  spread, 
A  clean  soft  pillow  shall  support  yoar  head, 
Fill'd  with  ihe  wool  from  off  my  tender  sheep. 
On  which  wiih  ease  and  safety  you  may  sleep. 
The  nightingale  shall  lull  yoa  to  your  rest. 
And  all  be  ralm  and  still  as  is  your  breast. 
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TnEmtereBtingnibJectoftliis  sotice  wu  the  dsughier  of  Mr.  BranJt 
Scliuyler,  and  was  born  in  New  York,  in  1752.  Sha  waa  married  to 
John  J.  Bleccker,  E^.,  of  New  Roclielle,  in  1769,  and  went  to  live  at 
Paug-hkeepaie.  From  that  place  she  scon  rcinovci!  to  ft  village  some 
difitance  above  Albuny,  called  Tonihenlck,  and  apent  Ecveca]  fears  of 
quiet  domestic  enjoyment  nmidst  the  wild  eccnes  of  tliis  romantic  spoL 
But  in  1777,  the  npproacli  ofBurgoyne's  army  from  Canada  Bpread  ter- 
ror and  dismay  through  the  back  aetilements  in  tlut  quarter,  and  broke, 
Ibr  a  time,  the  peaceful  happinesa  of  her  home  in  the  dvilUemeBs.  Mr. 
Bleecker  hastened  to  Albany  to  prepare  a  slielti?r  for  his  gmily,  and  no 
sooner  had  lie  gone,  tlian  the  fearful  news  was  brought  to  Mrs.  Bleecker, 
tliat  the  enemy  was  within  two  miles  nf  the  Titlagc,  burning  and  killing 
all  before  him.  She  immediBtPly  started  up,  and,  with  a  daughter 
o  each  side,  set  off  on  foot,  attended  only  by  a  young  miilalto 
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jog  ■ngnub  of  tbe  most  frightful  aaapeaae  and  coajectare,  be  wm  retkken 
bj  aame  Americans  fixmi  Benaingloii,  uid  retiuiied  home. 

Mn.  Bleecker  visiled  ber  native  city  sAei  the  peece  wu  cooclodo! ; 
bat  tbe  havoc  war  had  made  among  tbc  scenes,  and  especiallj  among 
tbe  friends,  of  ber  early  days,  weigfaed  so  heavily  on  ber  qiirita  that 
die  Boon  Bkok  ooder  it  She  returned  to  her  cottage  at  TvUMnick, 
•nd  died  on  the  23d  ofNoTeniber,  ITB3,  aged  thirty-one. 

Her  poema  were  pobliabed  in  1793.  They  have  no  very  marked 
diaracteristics;  tbey  are  occasionally  sweet,  generally  moorafiiL  Her 
biograpber  truly  saya,  '^  Mrs.  Heecker's  poetry  is  not  of  that  high  order 
which  would  sustain  itself  under  any  very  bold  attempt ;  bat  tbe  events 
oTber  life  confer  a  degree  of  interest  upon  the  few  productions  which 
ifae  has  left  behind  her.  A  female  cultivating  the  elegant  arts  of  re- 
fined society,  at  the  ultima  ThuU  of  civilized  life,  in  regions  of  envage 
wildnesa,  and  among  scenes  of  alarm,  desolatioo,  and  bloodshed,  ia  a 
spectacle  too  striking  not  to  fix  our  attention." 


METHi.fKS  I  see  the  broad  majiistic  sheet 

Swell  to  the  wind ;  the  flying  shores  retreat; 

I  see  the  banks,  with  varied  foliage  gay, 

lahale  the  misty  sun's  reluctant  ray ; 

The  lofty  groves  stripped  of  their  verdure,  rise 

To  the  inclejnence  of  aulujnnal  skies. 

Rough  mountains  now  appear,  while  pendent  woods 

Hang  o'er  the  gloomy  steep,  and  shade  the  floods; 

Slow  moves  the  vessel,  while  each  distant  sound 

The  cavemed  echoes  doubly  loud  rebound; 

A  placid  slreain  meanders  on   the  sleep, 

Till  tumbling  from  the  clit!^  divider  itie  frowning  deep. 

Oh  !  tempt  not  tkie  on  those  stupendous  rocLs, 
Where  never  shepherd  letl  his  timid  flocks  ; 
Bui  shagged  bears  in  those  wild  deserts  stray, 
And  wolves,  who  howl  against  the  lunar  ray ; 
There  builds  the  ravenous  hawk  her  lofly  nest, 
And  there  the  soaring  eagle  takes  her  rest; 
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The  solitary  deer  recoils  to  htar 

The  torrent  thundering  in  the  midway  air. 

Ah!  let  me  intercede, — ah!  Sjwre  her  breath, 
Nor  aim  ilie  lube  charged  with  a  leaden  dealli. 

But  now  advancing  lo   the  opening  sea, 
The  wind  springs  up,  the  lessening  muunlain?  flee; 
The  eastern  banks  are  crowned  with  rural  seals. 
And  nature's  work  the  hand  of  art  conjpleies. 
Here  Philips'  villa,  where  Pomona  joins 
At  once  the  product  of  a  hundred   climes; 
Here,  tinged   by   Flora,  Asian   (lowers  uufold 
Their  burnished  leaves  of  vegetable  gold. 
When  snows  descend,  and  clouds  tumultuous  lly 
Through  tlie  blue  medium  of  the  ciysial  sky, 
Beneath  his  painted  mimic  heaven  he  roves 
Amidst  the  glass-encircled  citron  groves ; 
The  grape  and  luscious  Rg  his  taste  invite, 
Hesperian  apples  glow  upon  his  sight; 
The  sweet  auriculas  their  bells  dis| 
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Thus  baring  led  you  to  the  happy  iale, 
Where  waves  circum fluent  wash  the  fertile  soil, 
Where  Hudson,  meeting  the  Atlantic,  roara. 
The  parting  tanda  dismiss  him  from  their  shores, 
Indulge  the  enthusiast  muse  her  favourite  strain 
Of  panegyric,  due  to  Eboracia's  plain. 

There  is  no  land  where  hearen  her  blessings  poun 
In  such  abundance,  as  upon  these  shores ; 
With  influence  benign  the  planets  rise. 
Pure  is  the  eiher,  and  serene  the  skies; 
With  annual  gold,  kind  Ceres  decks  the  ground. 
And  gushing  springs  dispense  bland  health  around ; 
No  lucid  gems  are  here,  or  flaming  ore. 
To  tempt  the  hand  of  avarice  and  power; 
But  Bun-^iumt  labour,  with  diurnal  toil. 
Bids  treasures  rise  from  the  obedient  soil, 
And  commerce  calls  the  ships  across  the  main, 
For  gold  exchanging  her  superfluous  grain; 
While  concord,  liberty,  and  jocund  health. 
Sport  with  young  pleasure  'mid  the  rural  wealth. 

IX     BVENI.fO     PROa?CCT. 

CoHE,  my  Susan,  quit  your  chamber. 

Greet  the  opening  bloom  of  Hay, 
Lei  us  up  yon  hillock  clamber. 

And  around  the  scene  sur\-ey. 
See  the  sun  is  now  descending, 

And  projects  his  shadows  far. 
And  the  bee  her  course  is  bending 

Homeward  through   the  humid  air. 
Mark  the  lizard  just  before  us, 

Singing  her  unvaried  strain. 
While  the  frog  abrupt  in  chorus 

Deepens  through  the  marshy  plain. 
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From  j'oi)  groTe  the  woodcock  rises, 
Mark  her  progress  by  her  Doles, 

High  in  sir  her  wing  she  poises, 

Ttien  like  lightning  down  she  shoots. 

Now  the  whip-poor-will  beginning, 

Clamorous  on  a  pointed  rail, 
Drowns  the  more  melodious  singing 

Of  the  catbird,  thrusli,  and  quail. 
Pensive  Echo  from  ihe  mountain 

Still  repeats  the  sylvan  sounds; 
And  the  crocus-bordered  fountain 

With  the  splendid  fly  abounds. 
There  the  honey-suckle  blooming, 

Reddens  the  capricious  wave; 
Richer  sweets,  the  air  perfuming, 

Spicy  Ceylon  never  gave. 
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Queen  of  lest  and  meditation ! 

Through  thj  medium,  I  adore 
Him — the  Author  of  creation, 

Infinite  and  boundless  power! 

He  now  fills  thy  nm  with  gloiy, 
Transcript  of  immortal  light; 

Lord !  lay  spirit  bows  before  thee, 
Lost  in  wander  and  delight 


Come  Grief,  and  sing  a  solemn  dirge 
Beneath  this  midnight  shade ; 

From  central  darkness  now  eme^, 
And  tread  the  lonely  glade. 

This  is  the  cheerless  hour  of  night, 

For  sorrow  only  made; 
When  no  intrusive  rays  of  light. 

The  silent  ^oom  pervade. 

Though  such  the  darkness  of  my  soul, 
Not  such  the  calmness  there ; 

But  waves  of  guilt  tumultuous  roll 
'Midst  billows  of  despair. 

Fallacious  Pleasure's  tinsel  train 
My  soul  rejects  with  scorn ; 

If  higher  joys  she  can't  attain. 
She'd  rather  choose  to  mourn. 

For  bliss  superior  she  was  made; 

Or  for  extreme  despair; 
If  pain  awaits  her  past  the  dead. 

Why  should  she  triumph  here? 
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Tho'  Reason  poinU  at  good  supreme, 
Yel  Gmce  muai  lead  us  ihence; 

!\tusi  wake  us  from  ihL^  pleasing  dream, 
The  idle  joys  of  Seiiae. 

Surely   I  wish  the  blackest  night 

Of  Nature  to  remain, 
Till  Christ  arUe  with  healing  light, 

Then  welcome  day  again. 


!  regard  my  anguish, 
i  my  pain ; 
Bid  my  soul  no  longer  languish, 
Bid  my  Hpirii  not  complain. 
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Te  arching  pines,  that  bow  with  every  breexe, 
Te  poplars,  elms,  all  hail!  my  well-known  trees! 
And  now  my  peacefiil  mansion  strikes  my  eye, 
And  now  the  tinkling  rivulet  ]  spy ; 
Hy  little  garden.  Flora,  hast  thou  kept. 
And  walch'd  my  pinks  and  lilies,  while  I  wept? 
Or  has  the  grubbing  swine,  by  furies  led, 
The  enclosure  broke,  and  on  my  flowrela  fed  ? 
Ah  me!  that  spot  with  blooms  so  lately  grac'd, 
Wiib  storms  and  driving  snows,  is  now  defaced; 
Sharp  icicles  from  every  bush  depend, 
And  frosts  all  dazzling  o'er  the  beds  exiendn 
Tet  soon  fair  spring  shall  give  another  scene. 
And  yellow  cowslips  gild  the  level  green;, 
Hy  little  orchard  sprouting  at  each,  bought 
Fragrant  with  clnslering  blossoms  deep  shall  glow: 
Ah!  then  'tis  sweet  ihe  tufted  grass  to  tread, 
But  sweeter  slumbering  is  the  balmy  sliade; 
The  rapid  hummin^in),  with  ruby  breast, 
,    Seeks  the  parterre-  with  early  blue-bells  drest. 
Drinks  deep  the  honeysuckle  dew,  or  drives 
The  labouring  bee  to  her  domestic  hives : 
Then  shines  the  lupine  bright  with  morning  gems, 
And  sleepy  popines  nod  upon  their  stems; 
The  humble  violet,  and  the  dulcet  rose, 
The  stately  lily  then,  and  tulip  blows. 

Farewell,  my  Plutarch.'  farewell,  pen  and  muse! 
Nature  exults  —  shall  I  her  call  refuse? 
ApoUo  fervid  glitters  in  my  face, 
And  threatens  with  his  beam  each  feeble  grace : 
Tet  sliU  around  the  lovely  plants  I  toil. 
And  di«w  obnoxious  herb^e  from  the  soil ; 
Or  with  the  lime-twigs  little  birds  surprise ; 
Or  angle  for  the  trout  of  many  dyes. 
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Bui  when  ihe  vernal  breezes  pass  away, 
And  loftier  Phffibus  darts  a  iiercer  ray, 
The  spiky  corn  (hen  rallies  all  around. 
And  dashing  cascades  give  a  pleasing  sound; 
Shrill  sings  the  locust  with  prolonged  note. 
The  cricket  chirps  familiar  in  each  cot. 
The  village  children,  rumbling  o'er  yon  hill, 
With  berries  all  iheir  painted  baskets  fill. 
They   rob   [he  squirrel's   little  walnut  store, 
And  climb  ihe  half-exhausted  tree  for  more; 
Or  else  to  lields  of  inaxe  noclumal  hie. 
Where  hid,  the  elusive  wateivmelons  lie ; 
Sportive,  they  make  incisions  in  the  rind, 
The  riper  from  thi 
Then  load  their  tendi 
And  laughing,  bear  the  bulky  fruit  away. 


shoulders  with  the  prey, 


;  I 
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S>y,  ahall  a  female  Biring  her  trembling  lyre, 

And  to  Ihy  praiae  derote  the  adventurous  song^ 
Fired  with  the  theme,  her  genius  shall  aapire. 
And  the  notes  sweeten  as  they  float  along. 
Where  rough  Ontario's  restless  waters  roar. 
And  hoarsely  r«ve  around  the  rocky  shore; 
Where  their  abode  tremendous  north  winds  make, 
And  reign  the  tyrants  oT  the  surging  lake; 
There,  as  the  shell-crown'd  genii  of  its  cavea. 
Toward  proud  Lawrrace,  urged  their  noisy  wavea, 
A  form  majestic  from  the  flood  arose; 
A  coiaJ  bandage  sparkled  o'er  hiii  brows, 
A  purple  mantle  o'er  his  limbs  was  spread. 
And  sportive  breezes  in  his  dark  locks  played } 
Toward  the  east  shore  his  anxious  eyes  he  cost, 
And  from  hia  ruby  lips  these  accents  passed ; 
'^O  iavoured  land!  indulgent  nature  yields 
Her  choicest  sweets  to  deck  thy  boundless  fields; 
Where  in  thy  verdant  glooms  the  fleet  deer  play^ 

II  And  the  hale  tenants  of  the  desert  stmy, 

i  While  the  tall  eve^reens  that  edge  the  dale, 

\  In  silent  majesty  nod  to  each  gale: 

Thy  riches  shall  no  more  remain  unknown, 
I  Thy  wide  campaign  do  I  pronounce  my  own^ 

'  And  while  the  strong  armed  genii  of  this  lake 

'    I  Their  tributary  streams  to  Lawrence  take, 

1   I  Back  from  its  source  my  current  will  I  turn, 

I  i  And  o'er  ihy  meadows  pour  my  copious  urn." 

He  said,  and,  waring  high  his  dripping  hand, 
Bode  his  clear  waters  roll  toward  the  land. 
Glad  they  obeyed,  and  struggling  to  the  shore, 
Dashed  on  its  broken  rocks  with  thundering  roar; 
The  rock*  in  vain  oppose  their  furious  course ; 
From  each  repulse  they  rise  with  tenfold  force; 
And  gathering  all  their  angry  powers  again, 
Gush'd  o'er  Ibe  bonks,  and  fled  across  the  plam. 
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Soon  as  ihe  waves  had  presaeil  the  level  mead, 
Full  many  a  pearly-footed  Nniad  fair, 
With  hasty  iieps,  her  limpid  Tountain  led, 
To  Bwell  tlie  tide,  and  hail  it  welcome  there; 
Their  busy  hands  collect  a  thousand  flowers. 
And  Ecatier  theRi  along  the  gnise^y  shores. 
There,  bending  low,  the  water-lilies  bloom. 
And  the  blue  crocus  shed  their  moisi  perfume; 
There  the   tall  velvet  scarlet  lark-spur,  laves 
Her  pale  green  stem  in   the  pellucid   waves; 
There  nods  the  fragile  columbine,  so  fair. 
And  the  mild  dewy  wild-rose  scents  the  air ; 
While  round  the  trunk  of  some  majestic  pine 
The  blushing  honey-suckle's  branches  iwine ; 
There  too  Pomona's  richest  gifts  are  found. 
Her  golden  melons  press  ihe  fruitful  ground ; 
The  glossy  crimson  pbims  there  swell  iheir  rinds, 
And  purple  grapes  dance  to  autumnal   winds ; 
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And  many  a  stately  dome,  in  ancient  pride 

And  hoary  grandeur,  there  exalts  its  liead. 
There  trace  the  marks  of  culture's  sunburnt  hand, 

The  honey'd  buck-wheat's  clustering  blossoms  view, 
Dripping  rich  odours,  mark  the  beard-grain  bland, 

The  loaded  orchard,  and  the  flax-field  blue. 
Albania's  gothic  spires  now  greet  the  eye ; 

Time's  hand  hath  wiped  their  burnish'd  tints  away. 
And  the  rich  fanes  which  sparkled  to  the  sky, 

^Reft  of  their  splendours,  mourn  in  cheerless  grey. 

Low  sunk  between  the  AUeganian  hills. 

For  many  a  league  the  sullen  watera  glide. 

And  the  deep  murmur  of  the  crowded  tide, 
With  pleasing  awe  the  wondering  voyager  fills. 
On  the  green  summit  of  yon  lofty  clift, 

A  peaceful  runnel  gurgles  clear  and  slow. 
Then  down  the  craggy  steep-side  dashing  swift. 

Tremendous  falls  in  the  white  surge  below. 
Here  spreads  a  clovery  lawn  its  verdure  far, 

Around  it  mountains  vast  their  forests  rear, 
And  long  ere  day  hath  left  his  bumish'd  car. 

The  dews  of  night  have  shed  their  odours  there. 
There  hangs  a  lowering  rock  across  the  deep ; 

Hoarse  roar  the  waves  its  broken  base  around; 
Through  its  dark  caverns  noisy  whirlwinds  sweep. 

While  Horror  startles  at  the  fearful  sound. 
The  shivering  sails  that  cut  the  fluttering  breeze, 

Glide  through  these  winding  rocks  with  airy  sweeps. 
Beneath  the  cooling  glooms  of  waving  trees, 

And  sloping  pastures  speck'd  with  fleecy  sheep. 

A  TERSION  OF  PART  OP  THE  SEVENTH 
.   CHAPTER  OF  JOB. 

As  sighs  the  labourer  for  the  cooling  shade, 
When  glowing  sunbeams  scorch  the  verdant  blade; 
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Or  S3  the  hireling  waits  the  scanty  aiim, 

By  the  liard  hand  of  painful  labour  won ; 

So  waits  my  Bpiril  with  anjtiety, 

Death's  calm  approach  from  woe  to  set  me  frea ; 

For  oh  !  my  days  are  epent  in  vanity, 

And  nights  of  sorrow  are  appointed  mef 

I  love  not  life,  it  is  a  burden  grown ; 

Distress  and  Care  have  claimed  me  for  their  own, 

And  pale  Disease,  with  unrelenting  hand. 

Sports  with  my  sighs  and  casts  ihem  to  the  wind. 

In  vain  doth  night  return  to  bless  these  eyes, 

Sighing  I  say,  Oh!  when  shall  I  arise? 

When  will  die  night  be  gone?     Convulsed  with  pain, 

I  raise  my  eyes  to  heaven  for  aid  in  vain; 

My  heart  grows  faint,  and  tossing  to  and  fro 

I  waste  the  lonely  hoi. 

Or  if  indeed  my  eyes  should  chance  to  cloe 

And  weary  nature  gain  a  shghl  r 
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Whkit  Laun  appeared,  poor  Apelles  coinplun'd 

That  hit  sight  was  bediinm'd,  and  hia  optica  mnch  pain'd ; 

So  hi*  pallet  and  pencil  the  artist  reaifpi'd, 

Lest  the  bloxe  of  her  beauty  should  make  him  quite  hlind. 

But  when  fair  Anne  enier'd,  the  prospect  was  changed. 

The  paints  and  the  bnuhes  in  order  were  ranged; 

The  artist  resumed  his  employment  again. 

Forgetful  of  labour,  and  blindness,  and  pain ; 

And  the  strokes  were  so  lively  that  alt  were  assured 

What  the  brunette  had  injured  the  &ir  one  had  cored. 

Let  the  candid  decide  which  the  chaplet  should  wear. 

The  cbanus  which  destroy,  or  the  charms  which  repair. 


PHILLIS  WHEATLET 

H&T  be  regarded  aa  a  literary  curiasity.  She  nude  to  great  a  sen- 
MtioD  in  ber  time,  that  we  must  not  omit  a  ncAice  <£  her  in  our  bisti^ 
cf  American  female  poetry;  aJtbough  the  specimens  we  give  of  her 
Uenia  may  not  be  considered  so  wonderful  as  the  sensation  they 
caused.  Pbillia  wss  stolen  from  Africa,  al  seven  or  eight  years  of 
*ge,  carried  to  America,  and  sold  in  1761,  to  John  Wheatley,  a  rich 
DKich-uit  in  Boston.  She  was  so  much  luved  by  his  &mily,  For  her 
Kiniabl",  modest  marniera,  her  exquisite  sensibility,  and  "extraordinary 
talents,"  that  she  was  not  only  released  from  the  labours  usually  devolv- 
ing on  slaves,  but  entirely  free  also  from  the  cares  of  the  household. 
The  liti>rary  chancters  of  the  day  paid  her  much  attention,  supplied 
ber  with  boolti,  and  encouraged  with  warm  approbation  all  her  iniel- 
kctoal  efEirls;  while  the  best  society  of  Bueton  received  her  as  an 
e  iM-iL  She  wtn  nnt  only  devoted  to  reading,  Hnd  diligent  in  the  study 
ofthe  scriptures,  but  she  made  rapid  proHciency  in  all  learning ;  under- 
Mood  I^tin,  and  commenced  a  translation,  which  was  said  to  be  very 
creditably  ilone,  of  one  of  Ovid's  tales.  In  1772,  when  only  nineteen, 
Ab  published  a  volume  of  Potmt  on  verioiu  tuhfecU,  moral  and  rei^ 
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gimiM  1  whicli  ntn  through  Beveral  editions  in  England,  anil  ia  the 
United  Slates.  It  was  in  England  tliat  tliey  were  firal  given  to  the 
world.  PhilliB  wag  laken  there  on  account  of  her  health,  which,  al- 
ways delicate,  became  at  this  time  eo  feeble  as  to  alarm  hci  frioDda.  Id 
ma,  she  received  her  freodoni,  and  two  yearn  afterwards  she  mirried 
a  man  of  colour,  who,  in  the  superiority  of  hia  understanding,  was  also 
a  kind  of  phenomenon.  At  first  a  grocer,  in  which  buaincss  hs  faile<I, 
he  ainbiliously  became  a  lawyer,  and  under  liie  name  of  Dr.  Peter, 
pleaded  the  cause  of  tlie  negroes,  before  judiciary  tribunals.  The  repu- 
talioQ  he  enjoyed  pmciired  him  a  Ibrtune.  He  was,  however,  ptiNid 
and  indolent,  and  brouglit  a  good  deal  of  unhappinese  upon  poor  Phillis. 
Unfortunately,  she  had  been  a  spoiled  and  petted  child,  and  could  not 
bear  to  turn  her  thoughts  to  household  duties.  Her  husband  required 
of  her  more  than  she  could  perform.  At  first  he  reproached,  afterwards 
rebuked,  and  at  last  so  harshly  and  cruelly  distressed  her,  that  the  could 
bear  it  no  longer,  but  died  in  J7S0,  literally  of  a  broken  hearL  Peace 
be  to  her  memory '.  Doubtless  she  iias  proved  long  ago  the  truth  of  her 
own  spirited  couplet, 

Remembet  ChriBtiam.  nfEroei,  blark  a*  Cain, 
May  be  reSnRj.  and  join  the  aDgclic  Irgin  ! 
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To  eaae  the  anguish  of  ibc  pwai's  bean. 
What  shall  my  sympathiziDe  Trrar  imput.- 
Where  is  the  balm  to  heal  so  dtep  a  vovod  : 
Where  shall  a  sovereign  lemedr  he  ftaind  ? 
Look,  gracioas  SfHiii !  from  thr  h^ccnly  borer. 
And  tby  full  joys  into  theti  basoms  poor; 
The  raging  tempest  of  their  griels  eaoDol, 
And  spread  the  dawn  of  gloiy  through  the  aool ! 


Ai  reason's  powers  by  day  our  God  discloae, 

So  may  we  trace  him  in  the  nifhi's  lepose. 

Say,  what  is  sleep  r  and  dreams,  how  passing  strange  I 

When  action  ceases,  and  ideas  mnge 

Ucentious  and  unbounded  o'er  the  plains. 

Where  fancy's  queen  in  giddy  triumph  leigns. 

Hear  in  soft  strains  the  dreaming  lover  sigh 

To  a  kind  fair,  or  rave  in  jealousy ; 

On  pleasure  now,  and  now  on  vengeance  bent. 

The  labouring  passions  struggle  for  a  vent. 

What  power,  oh  man!  thy  reason  then  restores, 

So  long  suspended  in  nocturnal  hours  ? 

What  secret  hand  reiums  the  menial  train, 

And  gives  improved  thine  active  powers  again  ? 

From  thee,  oh  man !  what  gratitude  should  rise  ? 

And  when  from  balmy  sleep  thou  op'sl  thine  eyes, 

Let  thy  flrst  thoughts  he  praises  lo  the  skies. 

How  merciful  our  God,  who  thus  imparts 

O'eiflowing  tides  of  joy  to  human  hearts, 

When  wants  and  woes  might  be  our  righteous  lot, 

Out  God  forgetting,  by  our  God  forgot! 


MERCY  VVARKEN. 


Mrh.  Warkch  vob  the  [)augbtcrorjame«  Otis,  of  Barnstabte,  snd  the 
wife  of  General  Jnine*  Wnrren  of  Plyramitli,  batii  of  whom  were  cele- 
brated in  the  politictl  history  of  Miissaeliiiaett&  She  was  a  akilfiil  and 
induBtrioua  writer  both  of  ptase  aod  ver^;  Htlempting  and  achiev- 
ing great  Bubjects,  with  a  boldness  and  ease  tliat  prove  her  mind  to  have 
been  of  no  ordinary  stamp.  The  Etation  and  character  uf  her  bthei 
and  husband,  procured  her  a  wide  acquaintance  with  the  greatest  meo 
ofhertiine;  not  only  those  distinguished  for  tlieir  pnicticol  pntriotiBm 
in  the  revolutionary  wsr,  but  those  who  were  famous  tor  tlieir  learning 
and  talent.  She  well  knew  how  lo  appreciate  the  honour,  and  improve 
the  advantage,  of  such  a  nobte  ncquuintance ;  a  proof  of  which,  is  her 
Hittnry  of  the  Amrrican  Rei-olulion.  Before  this,  however,  her  talents 
M  an  author  were  made  extensively  known  hy  two  political  works  from 
her  bold  pen.—  The  Advlalor,  and  The  Group.  In  1790,  she  publi^ed 
a  volume  of  Poenu,  containing  Itoo  tragedief.  The  Sack  of  Rome, 


To  bolder  pens  I  leave  die  irai^c  tale, 
While  some  kind  mnie  from  Tempe'a  gentle  rale, 
With  soTier  symphoay  shall  touch  the  string, 
And  happier  tidings  from  Pamassiu  bring. 

Not  Cesar's  name,  nor  Philip's  bolder  eon. 
Who  sifh'd  and  wept,  when  he'd  one  world  undone; 
Who  dropp'd  a  tear,  though  not  from  pity's  source, 
But  grief,  to  find  some  bound  to  brutal  force, 
Stall  tone  my  harp,  or  touch  the  warbling  string'. 
No  bold  destroyer  of  mankind  1  sing; 
These  jdnoderera  of  men  I  greatly  scorn. 
And  dream  of  nations,  empires  yet  unborn. 

I  look  with  npture  at  the  distant  dawn, 
And  view  the  glories  of  the  opening  mom; 
When  justice  holds  hb  sceptre  o'er  the  land, 
And  rescues  freedom  from  a  tyrant's  hand; 
When  patriot  slates  in  laurel  crowns  may  rise, 
And  ancient  kingdoms  court  them  as  allies ; 
Glory  and  valour  shall  be  here  displny'il. 
And  virtue  rear  her  long  dejected  head; 
Her  standard  plant  beneath  ihe^e  gladden'd  skies. 
Her  fame  extend,  and  arts  and  science  rise; 
While  Empire's  lofty  spreading  sails  unfurl'd. 
Roll  swiftly  on  towards  the  western  world ! 
Long  she's  forsook  her  Asiatic  throne. 
And  leaving  Afric's  barb'rous  burning  zone, 
On  the  broad  ruins  of  Rome's  haughty  power, 
Erected  ramparts  round  fair  Europe's  shore; 
But  in  those  blasted  climes  no  more  presides, 
She  o'er  the  vast  Atlantic  surges  rides, 
Visits  Columbia's  distant  fertile  plains. 
Where  Liberty,  a  happy  goddess,  reigns. 
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No  despol  here  shall  rule  with  awful  sway, 

Nor  urpliBii'a  spoits  bcronie  the  minion^s  prey ; 

No  more  the  widowed  hieeding  bosom  luuums, 

Nur  injureiJ  ciliea  weep  their  skiigiiier'U  sons; 

For  then  each  tyrant,  by  the  hand  of  faie, 

And  standing  troops,  the  bane  of  every  state, 

For  ever  spuni'd,  shall  be  reniovod  os  for 

As  bright  Hesperus  from  the  palor  star ; 

Freedom  and  virtue  shall  united  teign, 

And  fltreich  their  empire  o'er  ihe  wide  domain  ; 

On  a  broad  base  the  conunoaweallli  shall  stand, 

When  lunlesg  power  withdraws  its  impious  hand, 

Wheu  crowns  and  sceptres  are  grown  useless  things, 

Nor  petty  p^a^torB  plunder  here  for  kings. 

Then  hless'd  Religion  in  her  purest  fonnB, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  persecuting  slonnS) 
In  purest  azure  gracefully  arranged, 
In  n.itive  majesty  shall  stand  displayed. 


HESCr     WAEKER. 

Insure*  his  welcome  an  the  nnknown  diote, 
Where  choin  of  saiDts,  and  angel  forma  adore. 
A  Miaph  met  him  on  the  trecklcM  way, 
And  strung  his  harp  to  join  the  heaxenly  lay. 

Complaia  no  more  of  Death's  eitensive  power, 
Whose  sceptre  waAs  lu  to  some  bUssTul  shore; 
Where  the  rough  billows  that  roll  o'er  the  head. 
That  shake  the  frame,  and  fill  the  mind  with  dread. 
Are  hush'd  in  silence,  and  the  soul  serene 
iAoks  back  delighted  on  the  dosing  scene. 

Happy,  thrice  happy,  that  exalted  mind. 

Who,  learing  earth  and  all  its  rues  behind. 

Has  not  a  wish  to  ruffle  or  control 

The  eqiul  temper  of  his  tranquil  soul, 

Who,  on  a  letrospeei,  is  safe  within; 

No  private  passion,  nor  a  darling  sin. 

Can  check  his  hope,  when  death^s  insatiate  pow*T, 

Stands  hovering  on  the  last  deci^ire  hour. 

Then  weep  no  more,  mr  friend,  but  all  resigned. 

Submit  thy  will  (o  the  Eternal  Hind, 

Who  watches  o'er  the  movemenia  of  the  just. 

And  will  again  reanimate  the  dust ! 

Thy  sire  commands,  suppress  the  rising  sigh, 

He  wipes  the  te«r  from  thy  too  tilial  eye. 

And  bids  thee  contemplate  a  soul  set  free. 

Just  safe  escaped  from  life's  tempestuous  sea. 


SARAH  PORTER 

Publtahed  at  Concord  in  1791,  a  gmsU  volume  containing  The  Royal 
Penilenl,  and  DauiiTi  lamenlation  over  Saul  and  Jonalhon.  The  ex- 
tTBct  we  give  is  from  tlie  lirat  ol'  these  poems,  where  David'i  rcmorae 
for  hia  Bin  is  awakened  b;  Borrow  for  the  death  of  his  child. 
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Accursed  for  ever  be  the  hated  day, 
That  led  my  soul  from  inuocenoe  astray ; 
O  may  the  siars  on  that  deteaieil  hour 
Shed  all  their  inHuence  with  malignant  power; 
Darkness  end  sorrow  jointly  hold  ihejr  reig^n, 
When  lime,  revolving,  brings  it  round  again ! 
Te  injured  ghosts .'  break  from  the  silent  tomb, 
In  all  the  fearful  pomp  of  horror  c 


Oh !  how  delkions  wu  the  cahn  retreat  I 
Sweet  gnmt !  with  birds  and  Tarioiu  flowen  atoned, 
Where  nature  furnished  oat  my  frugal  board; 
The  pnre  and  unstained  spring  mjr  thirst  allayed ; 
So  poisoned  dnnght,  in  gdden  cnpe  conreyed, 
Was  there  lo  dread '.     Retam,  ye  happy  honrs, 
Te  Terdant  shades,  kind  nature's  pleasing  bowers — 
Inglorioas  solitude,  again  return, 
And  heal  the  breast  with  pain  and  anguish  torn ! 

Ob,  sweet  content '.  unknown  to  pomp  and  kingSf 
The  humble  rest  beneath  thy  downy  wings; 
The  lowly  cottage  is  (hy  lored  retreat,— 
In  Tain,  thou'rt  courted  by  the  rich  and  great;  — 
In  vain,  the  miser  seeks  thee  in  his  gold — 
In  rain,  each  day  the  glittering  store  is  told; 
Thou  art  not  there ;  in  rain  the  ambitious  sigh, 
And  seek  the  joys  that  still  before  them  fly ! 
The  merchant's  ship  all  treasure  brings  but  thee, — 
Yon  from  his  anxious  bosom  ever  flee; 
For  thee,  the  sailor  tempts  the  boist'rous  main, 
And  hopes  to  find  Ihee  in  his  dear-bought  gain ; 
For  ihee,  the  hero  mounts  hio  iron  car, 
And  hopes  to  find  thee  when  returned  from  war- 
Their  hopes  sre  vain  :  who  wish  with  thee  to  dwell 
Must  seek  the  rural  shade,  or  lonely  cell; 
llie  gods  themselves  delight  in  verdant  gtorea, 
And  shield  [rtaa  haim  the  innocence  they  love. 


SARAH  WENTWORTH  MORTON. 


Abolt  filty  yan  ago,  when  authorenet  were  no 
tiicy  now  are.  this  lady  was  ranked  ainon^  the  first  American  female 
writers.  She  publlHhed  her  vereea  under  the  name  of  Philftiia,  and, 
during  the  early  part  of  her  life,  wrote  very  industriously.  In  1^3, 
Blie  sent  forth  her  only  volume,  called  My  mind  and  ilt  Thought*,  a 
collection  of  articles  in  prose  and  veree.  Mrs.  Morton  was  bom  in 
Boston.  Her  hufiband  was  the  Hon.  Percy  Morton,  Attorney  General  of 
MMMchuieIt& 
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Bu  not  his  iuftring  of&pring  clong, 
Despoading,  round  hu  fetter'd  knee ; 

On  his  worn  shoulder,  weeping  hung, 
And  urged  one  effiirl  lo  be  free? 

His  wife  bjr  nunelen  wrongi  subdued, 
His  bosom's  friend  lo  death  resign'd; 

The  flinty  path-way  drench'd  in  blood; 
He  saw  with  cold  and  frenzied  mind. 

Strong  in  despair,  he  sought  the  plain. 
To  heaven  was  raised  his  sleadfast  eye, 

Resolved  lo  burst  the  crushing  chiua, 
Or  'mid  the  battle's  blast,  to  die. 

First  of  his  race,  he  led  the  band, 
Guardless  of  danger,  hurtling  round. 

Till  by  his  red  avenging  hand, 

Full  niany  a  despot  stained  the  ground. 

When  erst  Messenia's  sons  oppress'd, 
Flew  desperate  to  the  sanguine  field, 

With  iron  clothed  each  injured  breast, 
And  saw  the  cruel  Spartan  yield. 

Did  not  the  soul  to  heaven  allied, 

Wiih  the  proud  heart  as  greatly  swell, 

As  when  the  Roman  Derius  died. 
Or  when  the  Grecian  victim  fell  ? 

Do  later  deeds  quick  rapture  raise. 
The  boon  Batavia's  William  won, 

Paoli'a  time-enduring  praise. 

Or  the  yet  greater  Washington  ? 

If  these  exalt  thy  sacred  zeal. 

To  hate  Digression's  mad  control, 

For  bleeding  Afric  learn  to  feel. 
Whose  chiefMn  daimed  a-  kindred  soaL 


Oh !  mourn  the  hit  dinstrouB  honr, 
Lin  the  full  eye  or  bootless  grief, 

While  Ttcloiy  treads  the  sultry  shore, 
And  tears  from  hope  the  captiTe  chief. 

While  the  hard  race  of  pallid  hue, 
Unpractised  in  the  power  to  feel, 

Resign  him  to  the  murderous  crew. 
The  horron  of  the  qniTering  wheeL 

Let  sorrow  bathe  each  blushing  cheek, 
Bend  piteous  o'er  the  tortured  slave. 

Whose  wrongs  compassion  cannot  speak, 
Whose  only  refuge  was  the  grave. 
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Tho  rosy  children  akip  along  the  groond, 
Save  where  the  matron  reina  their  eager  pace, 

Pointing  to  him,  who,  with  a  look  profoond. 
Move*  with  hit  'people'  toward  the  aacred  place, 
Where  duly  he  beatowa  the  manna  emmba  of  grace; 

Of  the  deep  learning  in  the  aehoola  of  yore 
The  reverend  paator  hath  a  golden  alock: 

Tet,  with  a  Tain  diaplay  of  tueleaa  Ion 
Or  caplesa  doctrine,  never  will  he  mock 
The  better  cravinga  of  hia  nmple  flock ; 

But  bithfullj  their  humble  shepherd  guidei 

Where  streams  eternal  gush  from  Calvary's  rock; 

For  well  he  knows,  not  learning's  purest  tide* 

Can  quench  the  immortal  Ihint  that  in  ihe  aoal  abides. 

The  anthem  swells ;  the  heart'*  high  thanks  are  given : 

Then,  mildly  as  the  dews  on  Hermon  fall, 
Degins  the  holy  minister  of  hearen. 

And  though  not  hi*  the  burning  zeal  of  Paul, 

Tet  a  persuasive  power  ia  in  his  call; 
So  earnest,  yet  so  kindly,  ta  his  mood. 

So  tenderly  he  longa  to  save  them  all. 
No  bird  more  fondly  fluttera  o'er  her  brood. 
When  the  dark  vulture  screama  above  their  native  wood. 


Tor  all  bis  boantie*,  dearest  charge,"  be  cries, 
"Tour  heart*  are  the  best  thanks;  no  more  refrain; 

Tour  yielded  hearts  he  asks  in  sacrifice, 
Almighty  lover!  ahalt  thou  love  in  vain, 
And  vainly  woo  thy  wand'ren  home  agaia  ? 

How  thy  lofl  mercy  with  the  sinner  pleads ! 
Behold!  thy  harvest  loads  the  ample  plain; 

And  the  rnme  goodness  lives  in  all  thy  deeds, 

From  the  least  drop  t^  rain,  to  those  that  Jesus  bleeds." 
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Much  more  he  apake,  with  growing  ardour  fired ; 

Oil !  that  my  lay  were  worthy  to  record 
The  moving  eloquence  his  theme  inspired ! 

For,  like  a  free  and  copious  stream,  out-poured 

Uis  love  lo  man,  and  man's  indulgent  Lord. 
All  were  subdued;  the  stoutest,  sternest  men, 

Heart-melted,  hung  on  every  precious  word : 
And  as  he  uttered  forth  his  full  atnen, 
A  thousand  mingling  sobs  re-echoed  it  again. 

Behold  that  ancient  house  on  yonder  lawn, 
Close  by  whose  rustic  porch  an  elm  is  seen : 

Lo !  now  has  past  the  service  of  the  mom 
A  joyous  group  are  hastening  o'er  (he  green, 
Led  by  an  aged  sire  of  giacioua  mien. 

Whose  gay  descendants  are  all  met,  to  hold 
Their  glad  thanksgiving,  in  ihet  sylvan  scene, 

That  onee  enclosed  them  in  one  happy  fold, 
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Their  <weet  young  fiagnnce  o'er  nch  aged  tne! 

Haw  Tsin  to  ny,  that,  when  short  youth  has  fled, 
Oar  dcsreat  of  eojoyinenls  cease  to  be ; 
When  hoary  eld  is  loved  but  the  more  tenderly. 
And  there  the  manly  brmers  acan  the  news; 

(Strong  is  their  sense,  though  plain  the  garb  il  wean ;] 
Or,  while  their  pipes  a  lulling  smoke  diffuse, 

They  look  important  from  their  elbow-chairs, 

And  gravely  ponder  on  the  nation's  cares. 
The  matrons  of  the  morning  sermon  speak. 

And  each  ils  passing  excellence  declares  ^ 
WhUe  tears  of  pious  r^inre,  pure  and  meek, 
Couise  in  soft  beauty  down  the  Christian  mother's  cheek. 
Then,  just  at  one,  the  full  thankBgiving  feast, 

Rich  with  the  bounties  of  the  closing  year, 
Is  spread  i  and,  from  the  greatest  to  the  le«st. 

All  rrowd  the  table,  and  enjoy  the  cheer. 

The  list  of  dainties  will  not  now  appear; 
SsTe  one  I  cannot  pass  unheeded  by, 

One  dish,  already  to  the  muses  dear, 
One  dish,  that  wakens  memory's  longing  sigh  — 
The  genuine,  ftr-famed,  Yankee  pumpkin  pie! 
Who  e'er  has  seen  thee  in  thy  flaky  crust 

Display  ^e  yellow  richness  of  ihy  breast, 
But,  as  the  sight  awoke  his  keenest  gust. 

Has  own'd  thee,  of  all  caies  the  choicest,  best  ? 
Ambrosia  were  a  fool,  to  thee  compared, 

E'en  by  the  ruby  hand  of  Hebe  drest; 
Thee,  pumpkin  pie,  by  country  maids  prepared, 
With  their  white  rounded  arms  above  the  elbow  bared. 
Now  to  the  kitchen  come  a  vagrant  train. 

The  |denleous  fragments  of  the  feast  to  share. 
The  old  lame  fiddler  wakes  a  merry  strain. 

For  his  mull'd  cider  and  his  pleasant  fore. 
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Reclining  in  that  ancieat  wicker  chair  { 

A  veteran  soldier  he,  of  those  proud  limea 

When  first  our  freedom's  banner  kissed  the  air: 
His  battles  oft  he  sings  in  untaught  rliymes. 
When  wakening  memory  his  ageii  heart  sublimes. 

But  who  is  this,  whose  scarlet  cloak  has  knovn 

Full  ofi  llie  pelting  of  the  winter  storm  ? 
Through  its  fringed  hood  a  strong  wild  face  is  shown, 

Tall,  gaunt,  and  bent  with  years,  the  beldames  form; 

There 's  none  of  all  these  youth  with  vigour  warm, 
Who  dare  by  slightest  word  her  anger  stir, 

So  dark  the  frown  that  does  her  face  defonn, 
Tlial  half  the  frighted  villagers  aver, 
The  very  de'il  himseif,  i 


t  the  sibyl  wears  her  mildest  mood ; 

ind  her  see  the  anxious  silent  band. 
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Tia  eTening;  and  the  rural  ball  begins; 

The  fiiiry  call  of  miuic  all  obey ; 
The  circlM  round  doroeaiic  hearths  grow  thin; 

All,  mt  the  joyful  signal,  hie  away 

To  yonder  ball  with  lights  and  garlands  gay. 
There,  with  elanic  step,  young  belles  are  seen 

Entering,  all  conscious  of  their  coming  sway: 
Not  oft  their  fancies  underrate,  I  ween, 
llie  spoils  and  glories  of  this  festal  scene. 

New  England's  daughters  need  not  envy  those 

Who  in  a  monarch's  court  their  jewels  wear; 
More  lorely  they,  when  but  a  simple  rose 

Glows  through  the  golden  clusters  of  iheir  hair. 

Could  light  of  diamonds  make  her  look  more  bir, 
Who  moves  in  beauty  through  the  mazy  dance, 

With  buoyant  feet  that  seemM  to  skim  the  air, 
And  eyes  that  speak  in  each  impossion'd  glance 
The  poetry  of  youth,  love's  sweet  and  short  romance. 

He  thinks  not  so,  that  young  enamour'd  boy, 

Who  through  the  dance  her  graceful  steps  doth  guide, 

While  his  heart  swells  with  the  deep  pulse  of  joy. 
Oh!  no;  by  nature  taught,  unlearnt  in  pride, 

He  sees  her  in  her  lovetiness  array'd, 

All  blushing  for  the  love  she  cannot  hide; 

And  feels  that  gaudy  art  could  only  shade 

The  brightness  nature  gave  to  his  unrivall'd  maid. 

Gay  bands,  move  on,  your  draught  of  pleasure  quaff; 

I  love  to  listen  to  your  joyous  din. 
The  lad's  light  joke,  the  maiden's  mellow  laugh, 

And  the  brisk  music  of  the  violin. 

How  blithe  to  see  the  sprightly  dance  begin! 
Entwining  hands,  they  seem  to  float  along, 

With  native  nistic  grace  that  \Tt\i  might  win 
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The  happiest  praises  of  a  aweeier  song, 

From  a  more  gifted   lyre  than  doth  to  me  belong. 

While  these  enjoy  the  mirth  ihai  suits  their  years, 

Round  the  home-firea  their  peaceful  elders   meet; 
A  gentler  mirth  their  friendly  converse  cheers, 

And  yet,  though  calm  tbeir  pleasures,  they  are  sweet. 
Through  the  eold  shadows  of  the  autumn  day 

Oft  breaks  the  sunshine  with  as  genial  heat, 
As  o'er  the  soft  and  sapphire  skies  of  May, 

Though  nature  then  he  young,  and  exquistlely  gay. 


On  the  white  wings  of  peace  their  days  have  flown, 

Nor  wholly  were  they  thrali'd  by  earthly  cares; 
But  from  their  hearts  to  heaven's  paternal  throno 

Arose  the  daily  incense  of  Iheir  prayers. 

And  now,  as  low  the  sun  of  being  wears. 
The  God  to  whom  their  morning  vows  were  paid, 

Each  grateful  offering  in  remembrance  bears;  — 
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EMnrn  in  the  YUervj  world  m  BUrn  del  Occideoie,  wu  k  ietetni- 
iMotut  UMsient  Welah  Gunilyof  the  naioe  aTGowtiiiUid  wubom  in 
Medfbrd,  neu'  Boston,  1795.  The  reowrk«b1e  geniiu^  which  hu  won 
fir  her  ancb  ft  loftj  repuUtion,  abowed  it«elf  U  a  very  euij  age.  The 
finot  paigiw  in  Hilton  and  Shibpeare  were  treMured  in  tier  memo- 
17  before  Ae  wu  eight  jeu«  oM ;  and  she  booh  obtained  a  tborongb 
aeqnaintance  with  all  the  beet  Kigliah  aathon.  By  the  time  ibe  waa 
twelTe,  abe  bad  acquired  an  exqabite  skill  in  masic  and  painting',  and 
conld  eanTetae  eaiilf  in  many  of  the  modem  tangaage&  Besides  tbeae 
aeoomplidunents,  ifae  bad  an  amuuaUy  bmiliir  knowledge  of  the  lite- 
ntnre  of  oldeo  timea,  the  ancient  Others,  and  Oriental  writers,  the 
classic  poets,  and  histories  and  fables  of  Greece  and  Rome.  Sbe  waa 
betratbed  at  tborteen,  and  married,  as  soon  as  her  educatioa  waa  finish* 
ed,  to  Hr.  Brooks,  a  merchant  or  Boston.  Her  first  publicatioa  appeared 
in  l%U,  called  Judith,  Euher,  and  ollur  Poenu,  bt/  a  later  oftke  Pine 
Aru :  which  was  highly  praieed  in  some  of  the  English,  as  well  as 
American  journals. 

Her  hostand  died  in  1621 ;  and  soon  after  his  death  Mr&  Brooks  went 
to  lite  in  Caha.  This  was  ber  favourite  place  of  residence;  ahevuited 
Europe, and  afterwards  livpd  several  ysars  at  West  PoiDt,(in  the  vicinity 
oTthe  military  academy,  where  one  of  her  sons  was  educated ;)  but  always 
returned  with  peculiar  satisfaction  to  her  southern  home.  The  warmth 
of  the  climate  and  luxuriance  of  its  vegetation,  suited  well  her  poetical 
temperament;  their  influence  may  be  seen  in  all  her  productiooa.  The 
poem  upon  which  Ibe  fame  of  Mra.  Brooks  principally  rests,  wbicb  led 
Sootbey  to  designate  her  as  "the  most  impassioned  and  most  imagina- 
tive of  all  poetesees,"  is  Zophiil  1  or,  the  Bridt  of  Seven,  finished  to 
1831-  It  is  indeed  a  curious  work  ofgeaiiis;  containing  passagee  fall 
of  vigour,  warmth  and  iM'illiancy.  Many  of  her  doKriptions  glow  hefi>re 
yoor  eyes  like  the  rich  painting  of  a  roaster's  hand;  where,  the  longer 
you  look,  the  nMire  heauty  you  discover;  finding,  even  in  the  darkest 
rindoWB,  fcrms  instinct  with  life  and  exprewion.  The  story  is  oae  that 
cannot  attract  much  interest, or  elicit  much  sympathy;  but  the  fine 
tbougbts  scattered  throughout  amply  reward  those  who  read  it  through ; 
(J7) 


Cftrefully  winding  their  way  through  the  eomewhol  intricate  mezeof 
eliaions,  and  inversions,  and  hard  proper  oame^  The  cxlricU  we  have 
Bclected,  however,  almoal  belie  the  ceoBiire,  wiiile  they  jtiore  than  jus- 
tify the  praise. 

The  Nutes  to  tlib  poem  are  fjll  of  curious  information,  and  more  in- 
teresting than  the  poem  itself  She  telU  us  that  "aome  of  then  were 
written  in  Cuba,  Home  in  Canada,  same  at  Hanover,  U.  S.,  some  at 
Paris,  and  the  last  at  Keswick,  England,  under  tlie  kind  encouragement 
of  Robert  Southey,  Esq. ;  and  near  a  window  which  overlooks  the  beau- 
tiful lake  Derwent,  and  tlie  finest  groups  of  ihoee  mountains  which  en- 
circle completely  that  charming  valley  where  the  Greta  winds  over  its 
bed  of  clean  pebbles,  looking  aa  clear  as  dew."  Mrs.  Brooks  wrote 
a  prose  romance,  entitled  Idomen,  or  Ike  Vale  nf  ynmun,  which  was 
published  in  1843.  This  was  among  the  latest  productions  of  her  crea^ 
tive  mind ;  for  at  the  close  of  1945,  abe  died  on  her  estate  in  the  islaod 
of  Cuba. 
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Tet,  not  perverted,  would  my  words  imply 
The  impulse  given  by  Heaven'e  great  Aitiraii 

Alike  to  man  and  wonn,  mere  apriiig,  whereby 

The  distant  wheels  of  life,  while  time  endures,  roll  on : 

Bm  the  collective  attributes  that  Gil, 

About  the  Boul,  their  all-important  place; 
That  feed  her  fires,  empower  her  fainting  will. 

And  write  the  God  on  feeble  mortal's  face. 

Tet  anger  or  revenge,  envy  or  hate, 

The  damsel  knew  not :  when  her  bosom  burned 
And  injury  darken'd  the  decrees  of  fate, 

She  had  more  piteous  fligh'd  to  see  that  pain  retum'd. 

Or  if^  perchance,  though  form'd  most  just  and  pure, 

Amid  their  virtue's  wild  luxuriance  hid, 
Such  genns,  all  mortal  bosoms  must  immure 

Which  sometimes  show  their  poisonous  heads,  unbid^- 

If^  haply  such  the  fair  Judean  finds, 

Self-4coowledge  wept  the  abasing  truth  to  know; 

And  innate  Pride,  that  queen  of  noble  minds, 
Cnish'd  them  indignant  ere  a  bud  could  grow. 

And  such,  even  now,  in  earliest  youth  are  seen; 

But  would  they  live,  with  armour  more  deform 
Their  breasts  made  soft  by  too  much  love  must  screen: — 

"The  bird  that  sweetest  sings  can  least  endure  the  storm." 

And  yet,  despite  of  all,  the  starting  tear. 
The  melting  tone,  the  blood  sufliisive,  proved. 

The  soul  that  in  them  spoke  could  spurn  at  fear 
Of  death  or  danger ;  and  had  those  she  loved 

Required  it  at  their  need,  she  could  have  stood. 
Unmoved,  as  some  fair-sculptured  statue,  while 

The  dome  that  guards  it  earth's  convulsions  rude 
Are  shivering,  meeting  ruin  with  a  smile. 


And  Ihta  &t  intervah  in  language  bright 

Told  her  blue  eyes;    though  oft  the  tender  lid 

Droop'd  like  a  noon-day  lily,  languid,  while. 
And  trembling,  alt  save  love  and  lustre  hid ; 

Then,  as  young  chriatian   bard  had  sung,  Ihey  seem 
Like  some   Madonna  in  his  soul,  so  sainted ; 

But  opening  in  their  energy  they  beam'd 
Ae  lasteful  Grecians  their  Minerva  painted; 

While  o'er  her  graceful  shoulder's  milky  swell, 
Silky  as  those  on  litile  children  seen, 

Yet  thick  as  Indian  fleece  her  ringlets  fell. 
Not  own'd  Paciolus'  sanda  a  brighter  sheen. 
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Art  like  ihoM  brilliant  thinga  we  never  taste 
Or  see,  unless  with  Fancy's  lip  and  eye, 

When  maddened  by  her  mystic  spells,  we  waste 
Life  on  a  thought,  and  rob  reality. 

Here,  too,  the  lily  nised  its  snow-white  head; 

And  myrtle  leaves,  like  friendship,  when  sincere, 
Most  sweet  when  wounded,  all  around  were  spread ; 
And  though  from  noon's  fierce  heat  the  wild  deer  fled, 

A  soft  wann  twilight  reign'd  imperrious  here. 

Tranquil  and  lone  in  such  a  light  to  be, 

How  sweet  to  sense  and  soul !  the  form  recline 

Forgets  it  e'er  felt  pain ;  and  Reverie, 

Sweet  mother  of  the  rouses,  heart  and  soul  are  thinei 


WoB  to  thee,  wild  ambition !   1  employ 

Despair's  low  notes  thy  dread  effects  to  tell ; 

Bom  in  high  Heaven,  her  peace  thou  couldst  destroy ; 
And,  but  for  thee,  there  had  not  been  a  Hell. 

Through  the  celestial  domes  thy  clarion  peai'd; 

Angels,  enirenced,  beneath  thy  banners  ranged. 
And  straight  were  fiends;    hurl'd  from  the  shrinking  field, 

They  waked  in  agony  to  wail  the  change. 

Darting  through  alt  her  veins  the  subtle  fire, 
The  world's  fair  mistress  first  inhaled  thy  breath ; 

To  lot  of  higher  beings  learnt  to  aspire; 

Dared  to  attempt,  and  doom'd  the  worid  to  death. 

The  thonsand  wild  desiics,  that  still  torment 

The  fiercely  struggling  soul,  where  peace  once  dwell, 

But  perish'd ;  feverish  hope ;   drear  discontent, 
Impoiaoning  all  poasesl, — Oh!   I  have  felt 
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Anil  this  at  intervals  in  language  briglit 
Told  her  blue  eyes;   though  ofl  the  lender  Ud 

Droop'd  like  a  noon-day  lily,  languid,  while, 
And  trembling,  all  save  lore  and  lustre  hid ; 

Then,  as  young  christian  bard  had  sung,  they  seemM 
Like  some  Madonna  in  his  soul,  so  sainted ; 

But  opening  in  their  energy  they  beamM 
Aa  tasteful  Grecians  iheir  Minerva  paiuled; 

While  o'er  her  gracerul  shoulder's  milky  swell, 
Silky  as  thoE^e  on  little  children  seen, 

Tet  thick  as  Indian  fleece  her  ringlets  fell. 
Nor  own'd  Pactolus'  sands  a  brighter  sheen. 


Acacias  here  inclined 
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Art  like  thoM  brilliant  thingi  we  never  taste 

Or  see,  unless  with  Fancy's  lip  and  eye, 
When  maddened  by  her  mystic  spells,  we  waste 

Life  on  a  thought,  and  rob  reality. 
Here,  too,  the  lily  raised  its  snow-white  head; 

And  myrtle  leaves,  like  friendship,  when  sincere. 
Most  sweet  when  wounded,  all  around  were  spread ; 
And  though  from  noon's  fierce  heat  the  wild  deer  fled, 

A  soft  warm  twilight  reign'd  impervious  here. 

Ttanquil  and  lone  in  such  a  light  to  be, 

How  sweet  to  sense  and  soul !  the  form  recline 

Forgets  it  e'er  felt  pain;  and  Reverie, 

Sweet  mother  of  the  muses,  heart  and  soul  are  thine! 


WoB  to  thee,  wild  ambition !   1  employ 

Despair's  low  notes  thy  dread  effects  to  tell ; 

Bom  in  high  Heaven,  her  peace  thou  couldat  destroy ; 
And,  but  for  thee,  there  had  not  been  a  Hell. 

Through  the  celestial  domes  thy  clarion  peal'd; 

Angels,  entranced,  beneath  thy  banners  rnnged, 
And  straight  were  fiends;    hurl'd  from  the  shrinking  field. 

They  waked  in  agony  to  wail  the  change. 

Dartbg  through  all  her  veins  the  subtle  fire, 

The  world's  fair  mistress  first  inhaled  ihy  breath ; 

To  lot  of  higher  beings  learnt  to  aspire; 

Dared  to  attempt,  and  doom'd  the  world  to  death. 

The  thousand  wild  desires,  that  still  torment 

The  fiercely  struggling  soul,  where  peace  once  dwelt. 

But  perishM ;  feverish  hope ;  drear  discontent, 
Impoisoning  all  po«8est,^Oh!   I  have  felt 
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As  spirits  feel, — yet  not  for  man  we  inoum, 
Scarce  o'er  the  silly  bird  in  slale  were  he, 

TliBi  builds  his  nesi,  lovea,  sings  the  morn's  return} 
And  sleeps  at  evening ;    save  by  aid  of  thee. 

Fame  ne'er  hod  roused,  nor  song  her  records  kept; 

The  gem,  the  ore,  the  marble  brealhing  life, 
The  pencil's  colours,  all  in  earth  had  slept, 

Now  see  them  mark  with  death  his  victim's  strife. 

Man  found  thee :   but  Death  and  dull  decay, 

Baffling,  by  aid  of  thee,  his  mastery  proves ; 
By  mighty  works  he  swells  his  narrow  day, 

And  reigns,  for  ages,  on  the  world  he  loves. 
Yet  what  the  price  P     With  slings  that  never  cease 

Thou  goad'st  him  on ;   and  when  loo  keen  the  smart, 
His  highest  dole  he  'd  barter  but  for  peace, 

Food  ihou  wilt  have,  or  feast  upon  his  heart 
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T  is  the  Boiil'fl  food  :  —  the  fervid  muit  adore. — 
For  this  the  heathen,  unsufficed  with  thought, 

Moulds  him  an  idol  o(  the  glittering  ore, 
And  shrines  his  smiling  goddess,  marble-wrooghL 

What  bliss  for  her,  er'n  in  this  world  of  woe, 

Oh!  Sire,  who  mak'st  yon  orb-alrewn  arch  thy  throne; 

That  sees  thee  in  thy  noblest  work  below 
Shine  undefaced,  adored,  and  all  her  own! 

This  I  bad  hoped;  but  hope  too  dear,  too  great. 
Go  to  thy  grave! — I  feel  thee  blasted,  now. 

Gire  me,  fole's  sovereign,  well  to  bear  the  &te 
Thy  pleasure  sends;   this,  my  sole  pmyer,  allow  1 

z6FHlitL*S    OFFKRINOS    TO    KOLk. 


Thex,  lowly  bending,  with  seraphic  grace. 
The  rase  he  profler'd  full ;  and  not  a  gem 

Drawn  forth  successive  froni  its  sparkling  place, 
But  put  to  shame  the  Persian  diadem. 

While  he,  "Nay,  let  me  o'er  thy  white  arms  bind 
These  orient  pearls,  less  smooth ;   Egla,  for  thee, 

(My  thrilling  substance  pained  by  storm  and  wind,) 
I  sought  them  in  the  caverns  of  the  sea. 

**  Look  !   here 's  a  ruby ;   drinking  solar  rays, 
I  saw  it  redden  on  a  mountain  tip ; 
Now  on  thy  snowy  bosom  let  it  blaze; 
T  will  blush  still  deeper  to  behold  thy  lip. 

"Here's  for  thy  hair  a  garland;  every  flower 
That  spreads  its  blossoms,  water'd  by  the  tear 
Of  the  sad  slave  in  Babylonian  bower. 

Might  see  its  fiail  bright  hues  perpetuate  here. 
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"For  mom'a  light  bell,  thia  changeful  amelhyst; 

A  gapphire  for  the  violet's  lender  blue; 

large  opal?,  for  the  queen-rose  zephyr-kjst ; 

And  here  are  emeralds  of  every  hue, 
For  folded  bud  and  leaflet,  ijropp'd  with  dew. 
"And  here's  a  diamond,  cuU'd  from  Indian  mine, 
To  gift  a  haughty  queen !    It  might  not  be ; 
I  knew  a  worthier  brow,  sister  divine. 
And  brought  the  gem ;   for  well  I  deem,  for  thee 
"The  *arch-rhymic  sun'  in  earth's  dark  bosom  wrought 
To  prison   thus  a  ray,  that   when   dull  night 
Frowns  o'er  her  realms,  and   nature's  all  seems  nought. 
She   whom   he  grieves   to   leave  may  still   behold   hi; 

light" 
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Quick  to  perceiTc,  in  him  no  freedom  nide 
RepiOTcd  full  conlideacei  friendship,  the  meat, 

Hit  •oul  had  atarred  without,  with  gratitude 

Wa*  la'en;  and  h«  rich  wine  crown'd  high  the  banqaet 
aveet. 

z6rHIBI,'s    LAMENT    OTKR    ALTHIKTOB. 


AxD  thuB,  at  length  hia  plaintive  lip  expresa'd 
The  mitigated  pang;   'tis  sometimes  ao 

When  ^ief  meets  genius  in  the  mortal  breast, 

And  words,  most  deeply  sweet,  hitny  subsided  woe. 

"Tbon'rt  gone,  Altheetor;   of  thy  gentle  breath 
Guiltless  am   I,  but  bear  the  penalty! 
Oh  I   is  there  one  to  whom  thine  earthly  death 
Can  cause  the  sorrow  it  has  caused  to  mc  ? 

"Cold,  cold,  and  hush'd,  is  that  fond,  faithful  breast; 
Oh!   of  the  breath  of  God  too  much  was  there! 
It  swetl'd,  aspired,  it  could  not  be  compress'd  — 
But  gaio'd  a  bliss  fair  nature  could  not  bear. 

"Oh!  good  and  true  beyond  thy  mortal  birth! 
What  high-eoul'd  angel  helpM  in  forming  thee  ? 
Hajdy  thou  wert  what  I  had  been,  if  earth 
Had  been  the  element  composing  me. 

"Bsnish'd  from  heaven  so  long,  what  there  transpires. 
This  weary  exited  ear  may  rarely  meet. 
But  it  is  whisper'd  that  the  unquellM  desires 
Another  spirit  for  each  forfeit  seat, 

"Left  vacant  by  our  fall.    That  spirit  placed 
In  mortal  form,  must  every  trial  bear, 
Itidit  all  that  can  pollute ;   and,  if  defaced 
But  by  one  stain,  it  may  not  enter  there. 
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"  Though  sll  the  carlh  is  wing'd,  from  bound  lo  bound ; 

Tlicnigh  heaven  desires,  and  ang'els  watch,  and  pray 
To  Bce  their  ranks  with  fair  completion  crown'd  ; 
So  few   lo  bless  their  utmost  search  are  found, 

Thai  half  in  heaven  have  ceased  to  hope  the  day ; 
And  peoaive  seraphs'  sighs,  o'er  heavenly  harps  resound. 

"  And  when,  long  wandering  from  his  blissful  height, 
One  like  to  thee  some  quick-eyed  spirit  views, 
He  springs  to  heaven,  more  radiant  from  delight, 

And   heaven's   blue  domes  ring  loud  with   rapture  at  tl 


'■  yet  ofi  the  being,  by  all  heaven  beloved, 

(So  doubtful  every  good,  in  world  like  this;) 
Some  fiend  corrupts  ere  ripe  lo  be  removed : 

And  tears  are  seen  in  eyes  made  but  to  float  in  btiss." 
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The  Dightingale  among  his  roses  sleeps ; 

The  soft-eyed  doe  in  thicket  deep  is  sleeping; 
The  dark  green  myrrh  her  tears  of  fragrance  weeps, 

And,  every  odorous  spike  in  limpid  dew  is  steeping. 

Proud  prickly  cerea,  now  thy  blossom  'scapes 
Its  cell  \   brief  cnp  of  light ;   and  seems  to  say, 

"  I  am  not  for  gross  mortals ;   blood  of  grapes  — 
And  sleep  for  theml     Come  spirits,  while  ye  may!** 

A  silent  stream  winds  daiUy  through  the  shade, 
And  slowly  gains  the  Tigris,  where  'tis  lost; 

By  a  forgotten  prince,  of  old,  *twas  made. 
And,  in  its  course,  full  many  a  fragment  crost 

Of  marble  fairly  carved ;   and  by  its  side 
Her  golden  duat  the  flsunting  lotus  threw 

O'er  her  while  sisters,  throned  upon  the  tide. 
And  queen  of  every  flower  that  loves  perpetual  dew. 

THB     OITOXK'S     SONO. 


FiELCDiifG  low,  in  notes  that  laint  and  tremble, 
Swelling,  awakening,  dying,  plaining  deep, 

While  such  sensations  in  the  soul  assemble, 
As  make  it  pleasure  to  the  eyes  to  weep. 

Is  there  a  heart  that  ever  loved  in  vain, 

Though  years  have  thrown  their  veil  o'er  all  most  dear, 
That  lives  not  each  sensation  o'er  again 

In  sympolhy  with  sounds  like  those  that  mingle  here? 

SliU  the  &ir  Gnome's  light  hand  the  chime  prolongs; 

And  while  his  utmost  art  the  strain  employs, 
Cephrontel's  softened  son  in  gushing  songs, 

Pour'd  forth  his  sad,  deep  sense  of  long  departed  joys. 


Oh,  my  Phronema!  how  ihy  yellow  hait 
Was  fragrnnl,  when,  by  looks  alone  careat) 

I  Tell  ii,  -Kahed  by  the  ptiying  aif) 
Float  o'er  my  lips,  anJ  touch  my  fervid  breast .' 

How  my  least  word  lent  colour  to  thy  clieek. ! 

And  how  thy  gentle  form  would  heave  snd  swell, 
Ab  if  the  love  ihy  heart  contain'd,  would  break 

"Hiat  warm  pure  shrine  where  nature  bade  it  dwelL 

We  parted ;  years  are  past,  and  thou  sirt  dead ; 

Never,  Phronema,  can  I  see  ihee  more ! 
One  little  ringlet  of  ihy  graceful  head 

Lies  next  my  heart;   'lis  all  I  may  adore. 

Tom  from  thy  sight,  to  save  a  life  of  gloom, 

Hopes  unaccomplished,  warmest  wishes  crost — 
How  can  I  longer  bear  my  weary  doom  ? 
what  have   I  gain'd  for  all   I  lost? 


Tet  etch  keeo  sense  were  daloess  but  for  thee^ 
Thy  lay  to  joy,  love,  virtae,  genius,  warms ; 

Thou  never  weariest;  no  incooaiancy 
But  comes  to  pay  new  homage  to  thy  charms. 

How  many  lipa  have  aung  thy  pnise,  how  long! 

Tet,  when  his  slumbering  harp  he  feels  thee  woo, 
The  pleasured  bard  pours  forth  another  song, 

And  finds  in  thee,  like  love,  a  theme  for  ever  new. 

Thy  dark-eyed  daughters  come  in  beauty  forth 

In  thy  near  realms;   and,  like  their  snow-wreaths  fair, 

The  bright-hair'd  youths  and  maidens  of  the  North, 
Smile  in  thy  colours  when  thou  art  not  there. 

Tis  there  thou  bid'st  a  deeper  ardour  glow, 

And  higher,  purer  reveries  complelest; 
As  drops  that  farthest  from  ihe  ocean  flow. 

Refining  all  the  way,  from  springs  the  sweetesL 

H^tly,  sometimes,  spent  with  (he  sleepless  night. 

Some  wretch  impassion'tl,  from  sweet  morning's  breath, 

Turns  hiit  hot  brow  and  sickens  at  thy  light; 

But  Nature,  ever  kind,  soon  heals  or  gives  him  death. 

TWILIGHT    THOUGHTS. 


SwBET  is  the  evening  bvilight;  but,  alas! 

There's  sadness  in  it:   day's  light  tasks  are  done, 
And  leisure  sighs  to  think  how  soon  must  pais 

Those  tints  that  melt  o'er  heaven,  O  setting  sun, 

And  look  like  heaven  dissolved.     A  tender  flush 

Of  blended  rose  and  purple  light,  o'er  all 
The  luscious  landscape  spreads  like  pleasure's  blush. 

And  glows  o'er  wave,  sky,  flower,  collage,  and  palm-tree 


Tis  now  that  solitude  has  most  of  pain; 

Vague  apprehensions  of  approaching  night 
Whisper  the  soul,  attuned  lo  bliss,  and  lain 

To  find  in  love  equivalent  for  light 
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Bui  thousand  evil  things  there  arc  that  hate 
To  look  on  happiness;    these  hurl,  impede; 

And  leagued  with  time,  space,  circumstance,  and  fate, 
Keep  kindred  heari  from  heari  lo  pine,  and  pant,  and  bleed. 

And,  as  the  dove  lo  far  Palmyra  flying 

From  where  her  native  founts  of  Antioch  beam, 

Weary,  estiausied,  longing,  panting,  sighing. 
Lights  sadly  at  the  desert's  hitler  stream, — 
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Though  thy  soflnen  but  deceive  me, 

Say  thouht  true,  and  I'll  twUeve  thee; 
Veil,  if  ill,  thy  soul's  intent, 
Let  me  think  it  innocent. 

Sere  thy  toiling,  epsre  thy  treasare; 

All  I  uk  is  friendship's  pleasure; 

Let  the  shining  ore  lie  <IarUing, 

Bring  no  gem  in  lustre  sparkling; 

Gifts  and  gold  we  nought  to  dm 
I  would  only  look  on  ihee ! 

Tell  to  thee  the  high-wrought  feeling, 

Ecstasy  but  in  revealing ; 

Paint  to  thee  the  deep  sensation. 

Rapture  in  participation, 

Tet  but  torture,  if  comprest 
In  a  lone  unfriended  breasL 

Absent  still  f     Ah !   come  and  bless  me '. 

Let  these  eyes  again  caress  thee; 

Once,  in  caution,  I  could  fly  thee; 

Now,  I  nothing  could  deny  thee; 

In  a  look  if  death  there  be, 
Come  and  I  will  gaze  on  thee! 

THB   aniKDiAir   aitgbl. 


"CiLL  me  no  longer  Uariph :   I  but  took. 

For  love  of  that  young  pair,  this  mortal  guise; 
And  often  have  I  stood,  beside  Heaven's  book, 
And  given  in  record  there,  their  deeds  and  sighs. 
"From  in&ncy  I've  watch'd  them,  —  far  apart, — 

Oppress'd  by  men  and  fiends ;    yet,  form'd  to  dwell 
Sonl  blent  with  soul,  and  beating  heart  'gainst  heart; 
*Ti>  done. — Behold  the  angel  Raphael. 


"That  blest  commisaion,  friend  of  meo,  I  bear, 
To  comfort  those  who  undeservedly  moum ; 
And  every  goad  resolve,  kind   lear,  heart-prayer, 
Tia  mine  to  show  before  ihe  EternarB  throne. 

"  And  oft  I  haste,  and  when  the  g-ood  and  true 
Are  headlong  urged  to  deep  pollution,  save ; 
Just  as  my  wings  receive  some  drops  of  dew, 
Which  elae  must  join  Asphaltilea'  black  wave." 

He  said ;   ell  o'er  to  radiant  beauty  warming, 
While  they,  in  doubt  of  what  they  look'd  upon, 

Beheld  a  form  —  dissolving  —  dazitling — charming — 
But,  ere  their  lips  found  i 
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Thao  [,  a  Kinnger,  fint  beheld 

Thine  eye's  hannoitiotu  welcome  given 
With  gentle  won!,  which,  as  it  swell'd, 

Came  to  my  heart  benign  u  heaven. 

Soft  be  tAy  sleep,  as  miats  that  teat 
On  Skiddaw'e  top  at  oummer  mom; 

Smooth  be  thy  days  as  Derwent's  breast, 
When  Biunmer  light  is  almost  gone! 

And  yet,  for  thee,  why  breathe  a  prayer? 

t  deem  thy  fiile  ie  given  in  trust 
To  senphs,  who  by  daily  care, 

Would  prove  that  heaven  is  not  unjust. 

And  treasured  shall  thine  Image  be 
In  memory's  purest,  holiest  shrine, 

Whde  truth  and  honour  glow  in  thee, 
Or  life's  warm  quivering  pulse  is  mine. 


To  meet  a  friendship  such  as  mine. 
Such  feelings  must  the  soul  refine, 
As  are  not  oft  of  mortal  birth;  — 
Tis  love,  without  a  stain  of  earth. 

Looks  are  its  food,  its  nectar  sighs, 
lis  couch  the  lips,  ils  throne  the  eyes, 
The  soul  its  breath,  and  so  possest, 
Heaven's  raptures  reign  in  mortal  breast 

Though  Friendship  be  its  earthly  name, 
Purely  from  highest  Heaven  it  came; 
Tis  seldom  felt  for  more  than  one, 
And  scorns  to  dwelt  with  Venus'  son. 
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Him  let  it  view  not,  or  it  diea 
Like  lemier  hues  o(  morning  skies, 
Or  mom'a  sweet  flower,  of  purple  gloi 
Wlien  sunny  beams  too  ardent  grow. 

A  charm  o'er  every  object  plays  — 
All  looks  so  lovely  while  it  stays, 
So  softly  forth,  in  rosier  tiJes, 
The  vital  flood  ecstatic  glides, 

That,  wrung  by  grief  to  see  it  part, 
lis  dearest  drop  escapes  the  heart ; 
Such  drop,  I  need  not  tell  thee,  fell 
While  bidding  it,  for  thee,  farewell. 
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AUa!  I  Tear  mjr  natire  mowa;— 

A  clime  loo  coU,  a  heart  loo  wann  — 

Alternate  chiUa^  alternate  glowi — 
Too  fiereeljr  threat  m^  iower-Hkt  fona. 

The  oiange-tiee  h»  fniit  and  Aoweia; 

The  ^nadilla,  in  iu  bloom, 
Hanga  o'er  ita  hig'b,  luxuriant  bowers, 

Ijke  fringeg  bom  a  Tyrian  loom. 

When  the  white  coSee^tlosaomi  swell. 
The  fair  noon  full,  the  erening  long, 

I  lore  to  he«T  the  warbling  bell. 
And  sun-boml  peaaant'i  waj-ward  song. 

Drive  gently  on,  dark  muleteer, 
And  the  light  aeguidilla  frame : 

Fain  would  I  listen  itill,  to  hear 
At  eveiy  close  thy  mist  ma'  name. 

AdieU)  fair  isle !  the  waving  palm 
is  pencill'd  on  ihy  purest  sky ; 

Warm  sleeps  the  bay,  the  air  is  balm, 
And,  soothed  to  languor,  scarce  a  sigh 

Escapes  for  those  I  love  so  well. 
For  those  I've  loved  and  left  so  long, 

On  me  their  fondest  musings  dwell. 
To  them  alone  my  sighs  belong. 

On,  on,  my  bark !  blow,  southern  breeze ! 

No  longer  wonid  I  lingering  slay; 
T  were  belter  fcr  to  dU  with  these, 

Than  live  m  pletuurt  far  away. 


HUKTI.  KY    I 


tCOUKK  E  Y. 


Oh,  moon  of  flowere.'  sweel  moon  of  fiowere, 

Why  dost  (hou  mind  me  of  the  hours 
Which  Hew  so  softly  on  that  night, 
When  last  t  saw  and  felt  thy  light  P 

Oh,  moon  of  fiowers!  thou  moon  of  flowers. 
\Vould  ihou  couldal  give  me  back  those  hours, 
Since  which  a  dull  cold  year  has  fled, 
Or  show  me  those  with  whom  they  sped ! 

Oh,  moon  of  flowers!  oh,  moon  of  flowers! 
In  scenes  afar  were  past  those  hours, 
Which  Biill  with  fond  regret  [  see. 
And  wish  my  heart  could  change  like  thee ! 
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did  not  engroM  bar  attention  to  the  ezclnnaQ  of  other  dutiec,  for  Ae 
lorad  domMtie  employmenla;  and  wu  u  indiuthous  in  her  lUeotioo  to 
tbeoi,  ••  in  her  hTourile  atudie&  She  was  particularlj  find  of  Bpio- 
■ing  oo  the  great  wheel, 'and  conMructeil  in  this  way  many  labrici  of 
(udDring  benelit  lo  the  family ;  amoog  otiiera,  a  whole  suit  of  brad- 
daith  fot  ber  &ther,  which  he  Img  woro  with  peculiar  Mtia&ctiao.  To 
tboM  who  ha?e  read  Mrs.  Sigouroey'a  meet  admirable  and  inttructive 
Letttrt  Ut  Young  Ladtet,  it  will  be  pleasant  lo  learn,  that  in  her  own 
tue,  precept  and  practice,  aa  it  regards  diligence  in  domestic  life,  were 
iM  divided.  Her  prevailing  desire  from  childhood  waa  lo  be  fitted  for 
Ihe  task  of  a  teacher.  Beginoiog  with  two  young  ladies  as  day-acholars, 
in  her  own  room,  she  afterward  shared  with  a  dear  trieod  ihe  charge 
oTa  large  school,  two  miles  from  her  home.  In  summer  time  she  was 
iccDstomed  lo  walk  this  distance,  morning  and  evening ;  the  exercise 
giving  her  a  perpetaal  elasticity  of  spirits,  and  viguur  of  health.  Her 
chief  abject  in  leaching  now  was  to  assist  her  parents,  whose  income 
was  small,  and  to  add  various  comforts  lo  [heir  home  and  persons,  which 
their  own  prudence  denied.  That  this  filial  desire  might  be  better 
tecocnplished,  her  kind  friend,  Daniel  Wadaworth,  Et^.,  of  Hartford, 
obtained  for  her,  in  that  city,  a  schuol  after  her  own  heart,  over  which 
riie  presided  lor  live  years.  To  this  same  benevolent  friend  ^e  was 
iDdebted  for  the  first  encouragement  her  literary  efforts  received;  and 
through  his  perstiasions  ehe  published  her  first  volume,  called  JIforai 
Pimea  ni  Prose  and  Verse,  bemg  then  only  eighteen.  At  twenty,  she 
was  rosrried  to  Ur.  Charles  Sigoumey,  of  Hartford  ;  a  merchant  of  dis- 
tioetioo,  and  a  gentleman  of  wealth  and  education.  In  1^2,  Mrs. 
Sigoomey  published  a  poem  called  Trailt  nfthr  Abnrigmn  of  America, 
the  proceeds  of  which  were  wholly  devnied  to  rcligiiius  charities.  The 
SlrlcA  if  Ontnetlicat  Forty  yrari  $'incr,  a  prose  legend,  in  which  the 
history  of  New  England,  and  its  romantic  and  varied  scenery,  are  set 
fcrth  in  glowing  colours,  appeared  in  18*24.  From  that  time,  until  the 
present,  she  has  never  wearied  in  her  endeavours  to  entertain  and  brne- 
St  the  public  mind,  by  her  numerous  writings  in  prose  am!  verse.  FIcr 
pen  ia  ever  as  ready  as  it  is  skilful,  fur  charitable  purposes ;  and  the  cause 
ofmiaioaB,  temperance,  and  every  philanthropic  eociely,  have  again  and 
■gain  been  indebted  to  her  genius.  The  one  great  aim  of  her  soul,  is 
—  lit  do  good.  Mrs.  Sigoumey  visited  England  and  France  in  1840, 
udapent  ayear  in  travelling  among  the  cities  and  haunls  most  interest- 
ing to  the  mind  of  a  poet,  and  dksI  likely  to  yield,  not  only  for  herself 
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but  for  the  public,  Pltaiant  Hka»orier  ofPleaamd  Land*.  An  intorest- 
rng  volume  under  this  title,  wu  published  Boon  after  her  retam  fiom 
£nglaod.  She  resides  still  at  H&rtlbnl,  Connecticut  Her  Select  Poemt, 
fitnn  which  some  of  the  fellowing  have  been  taken,  hare  psned  ihrougli 
five  or  ail  editions,  which  tells  plainly  the  wide  admiratioD  thej  have 
won,  by  their  mild  dignity  and  harmony,  pMd  Kose,  and  pure  reli- 
gion. Memory,  and  Deio-drnpt,  have  been  kindly  sent  ua  by  the 
authoren,  as  an  expresi  coatribuiion  fer  this  volume. 


'    TBI    ALLKGHINT. 


I  WAB  ■  pensive  pilgrim  at  the  foot 

Of  the  crown'd  Alleghany,  when  he  wrapp'd 

His  purple  maotle  gloriously  around, 

And  took  the  homage  of  the  princely  hills, 

And  ancient  forests,  as  they  bow'd  them  down, 

Each  in  his  order  of  nobility. 
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Doth  iweep  thy  base  ?    Say,  is  it  meet  for  thee, 
Robing  thyself  in  mystery,  to  impeach 
Thii  nether  sphere,  from  whence  thy  rocky  root 
Draws  depth  and  nutriment? 

Bui  lo!  a  star, 
The  first  meek  herald  of  advancing  night, 
Doth  peer  above  thy  summit,  as  some  babe 
Might  gaze  with  brow  of  timid  innocence 
Over  a  giant's  shoulder.     Mail,  lone  star! 
Tliou  friendly  watcher  o'er  an  erring  world, 
Thine  nncondemning  glance  doth  aptly  teach 
Of  that  nntiring  mercy,  which  vonchsaTea 
l^ee  light,  and  man  salration. 

Not  to  mark 
And  treasure  up  his  follies,  or  recount 
Their  secret  record  in  the  court  of  Heaven, 
Thou  com'st.     Methinks  thy  tendemeBs  would  shro 
With  trembling  mantle,  his  infirmities. 
The  purest  natures  are  most  pitiful. 
But  they  who  feel  corruption  strong  within, 
Do  launch  their  darts  most  fiercely  at  the  trace 
Of  their  own  image,  in  another's  breast 
—  So  the  wild  bull,  diat  in  some  mirror  spies 
His  own  mad  visage,  furiously  destroys 
The  frail  reflector.    But  thou,  stainless  star! 
Shalt  stand  a  watchman  on  Creation's  walls. 
While  race  on  race  their  little  circles  mark, 
And  slumber  in  the  tomb.    Still  point  to  all, 
Who  through  this  evening  scene  may  wander  on, 
And  from  yon  monnlain's  cold  magnificence 
Turn  to  thy  milder  beauty,  point  lo  all. 
The  eternal  love  that  nightly  sends  thee  forth, 
A  ailent  teacher  of  its  boundless  love. 
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FAKKWELL    TO    A    HURAL    REStDBtrOE. 

How  benuttTul  it  stands, 

Behind  iu  elm-tree'a  Bcreen, 
With  simple  attic  cornice  crownM, 

All  grarcAil  and  serene! 
Most  sweet,  yet  sad,  it  is. 

Upon  yon  scene  to  gaze, 
And  list  iia  inborn  melody, 

The  voice  of  other  days  : 
For  there,  as  many  a  year 

Its  varied  chart  iinroli'd, 
I  hid  me  in  those  quiei  shades, 

And  cail'd   the  joys  of  old  ; 
I  cail'd  ihein,  and  ihey  came 

When  venml  buds  appeared, 
Or  wlipre  the  vine-clad  summer  bower 
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And  where  alienule  springa 

The  lilac's  purple  apire 
Fast  by  ita  enowy  aiater'a  side; 

Or  irbeie,  with  wing  of  fire, 
The  kingljr  oriole  gUacing  went 

Amid  the  Miage  rare, 
Shall  maay  a  group  of  children  tiead, 

But  mine  will  not  be  there. 

Fain  wonld  I  luow  what  forma 

The  mastery  here  ahalt  keep, 
Whst  mother  in  yon  nuraery  ^r 

Roclu  her  young  babea  to  sleep : 
Yet  blessings  on  the  hallow'd  spot. 

Though  here  no  more  I  stray ; 
And  b)es»inga  on  the  at  ranger-babes, 

Who  in  those  halla  shall  play. 

Heaven  bless  you,  too,  my  plants, 

And  every  parent  binJ, 
That  here,  among  the  woven  boughs, 

Above  its  young  hath  siirrM. 
I  kias  your  trunks,  ye  ancient  trees, 

That  often,  o'er  my  head. 
The  blossoms  of  your  flowery  spring 

In  fragrant  showers  have  shed. 

Thon,  too,  of  changeful  mood, 

I  thank  thee,  sounding  stream, 
That  blent  thine  echo  with  my  thought. 

Or  woke  my  musing  dream. 
I  kneel  upon  the  venlani  turf, 

For  sure  my  thanks  are  due 
To  moss>cup  and  to  cloverJeaf, 

That  gave  me  draughts  of  dew. 
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To  each  perennial  flower, 

Old  tenants  nf  the  spot, 
The  broadJeaTd  lily  of  the  vale. 

And  the  meek  forget-me-not; 
To  every  daisy's  daj^led  brow, 

To  erery  violet  blue, 
Thanks !   thankH !   may  each  retuming  year 

Your  changeless  bloom  renew. 

Praise  to  our  Father-God, 

High  praise,  in  solemn  lay. 
Alike  for  what  \m  hand  halh  given, 

And  what  ii  lakes  away : 
And  to  some  other  loving  heart 

Alay  all  Uiis  beauty  be 
The  dear  retreat,  the  Cden-home, 

Tlutt  it  hath  been  to  me. 
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Retire  abashM.     For  he  halh  need  to  eleep, 
Sometimes,  like  a  spent  labourer,  calling  home 
Hii  boisterouB  billowB  from  their  vexing  play, 
To  a  long,  dreary  calm:  but  thy  strong  tide 
Faints  not,  nor  e'er  with  failing  heart  forgets 
Its  everlasting  lesson,  night  nor  day 
The  morning  stars,  that  hail'd  creation's  birth. 
Heard  thy  hoarse  anthem,  mixing  with  their  song 
Jehovah's  name;  and  the  diasolving  fires, 
That  wait  the  mandate  of  the  day  of  doom 
To  wreck  the  earth,  shall  find  it  deep  inacribed 
Upon  thy  rocky  scroll. 

The  lofty  trees 
That  list  thy  teachings,  scorn  the  lighter  lore 
Of  the  too  fitful  winds ;  while  iheir  young  leaves 
Gather  fresh  greenness  from  (hy  living  spray, 
Tet  tremble  at  the  baptism.     Lo!  yon  birds, 
How  bold  they  venture  near,  dipping  their  wing 
Id  all  thy  mist  and  foam.    Perchance  'tis  meet 
For  them  lo  touch  thy  garment's  hem,  or  stir 
Thy  diamond  wreath,  who  sport  upon  the  cloud, 
Unblamed,  or  warble  at  the  gale  of  heaven 
Without  reproof.     But,  as  for  us,  it  seems 
Scarce  lawful  with  our  erring  lips  lo  talk 
Familiarly  of  thee.    Melhinks,  lo  trace 
Thine  awful  features,  with  our  pencil's  point. 
Were  but  to  press  on  Sinai. 

Thou  dost  speak 
Alone  of  God,  who  pour'd  thee  as  a  drop 
From  his  right  hand, —  bidding  the  soul  that  looks 
Upon  thy  fearful  majesty,  be  still. 
Be  humbly  wrapp'd  in  its  own  nothingness, 
And  lose  itself  in  Him. 
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Has  ii  come,  the  time  to  fade? 

And  with  a  munnur'd  sigh. 
The  Maple,  in  his  acDrlet  robe, 

Was  the  fim   111  make  reply  j 
And  the  queenly  Dahliaa  droop'd 

Upon  their  thrones  uf  state, 
The  frost-king,  with  his  haleful  kin, 

Had  well  foreslaird  their  fate. 

Hydrangia,  on  her  telegraph 

A  hurried  signal  traced 
Of  dire  and  dark  conspiracy, 

Thai  Summer's  realm  menaced; 
Then  quick  the  proud  exotic  peers 

In  consternation  fled, 
And  refuge  in  their  green-house  sought 

Before  the  day  of  dread. 
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The  lilr,  u  a  timid  bride, 

While  mmmer  nms  wen  fair, 
That  put  her  mnowj  hand  in  thine, 

To  blcN  thee  for  thy  emit; 
The  trim  and  proud  anmone, 

The  daisy  from  the  vale, 
The  parple  lilac  towering  hi^ 

To  gnaid  hi«  aitter  pale^ 
The  ripenM  roae,  where  are  they  now  ? 

But  from  the  rifled  bower 
A  voice  canoe  forth,  ''take  heed  to  note 

Thine  own  receding  honr, 
And  let  the  stiange  and  iilrer  hair 

That  o'er  thy  forehead  •tiays, 
Be  as  a  monitor,  to  tell 

The  autumn  of  thy  days." 


Where  art  ihon,  bird  of  song  ? 

Brightest  one  and  dearest  ? 
Other  groTes  among, 

Other  nests  thou  cheeresi ; 
Sweet  thy  warbling  skill 

To  each  ear  that  heard  thee, 
But  'twas  sweetest  still 

To  the  heart  that  rear'd  thee. 
Lamb,  where  dost  Ihon  rest? 

On  stranger-bosoms  lying? 
Flowera,  thy  path  that  drest, 

All  uncroppM  are  dying; 
Streams  where  thou  didst  roam 

Hnrmur  on  without  thee, 
LoT*at  thon  still  thy  home  ? 

C^  thy  mother  doubt  thee? 
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Seek  thy  Saviooi'a  fiock, 

To  hia  blest  fold  going. 
Seek  that  smitten  rock 

Whence  our  peace  is  flowing; 
Still  should  Love  rejoice, 

Whatsoe'er  betide  thee, 
If  that  Shepherd's  voice 

Evermore  might  guide  thee. 


Rise  from  the  dells  where  ye  first  were  born. 
Prom  the  tangled  beds  of  the  weed  and  thorn, 
Ri«e,  for  tlie  dews  of  the  morn  are  bright, 
And  haste  away,  with  your  eyes  of  lighL 

—  Should  the  green-house  patricians,  with  withering  frown, 
On  your  simple  vestments  look  haiishtily  down. 
Shrink   not,  for  Hia  finger  your  heads  halh   bow'd, 
;  lowly,  and  humbles  the  proud. 
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Thitber  I  vent, 
And  bade  my  spirit  luie  that  lonelr  Tounl, 
For  which  it  long  had  thiraled  *mid  the  stnle 
And  fever  of  the  worid. —  I  thooght  to  be 
There  without  witneu. — But  the  ri<^i*g  eye 
Look'd  up  to  greet  me,  the  fresh  wild-rose  smiled. 
And  the  young  pendent  vine-dower  kiss'd  my  cheek. 
There  were  glad  voices  too. — The  garrulous  brook, 
Untiring,  to  the  patient  pebbles  told 
Its  history. — Up  came  the  singing  breeze. 
And  the  broad  leaves  of  the  cool  poplar  spake 
Responsive,  ever}-  one. —  Even  busy  life 
Woke  in  thai  dell.    The  dexterous  spider  threw 
From  spray  to  spray  the  silver-tissued  snare. 
The  thrifty  ant,  whose  curving  pincers  pierced 
The  rifled  grain,  toiled  toward  her  citadel. 
To  her  sweet  hive  went  forth  the  loaded  bee, 
While,  from  her  wind-rocked  nest,  the  mother-bird 
Sang  to  her  nurslings. 

Tet  I  strangely  thought 
To  be  alone  and  silent  in  thy  realm, 
^liril  of  life  and  love!  —  It  might  not  be!  — 
There  is  no  solitude  in  thy  domains, 
Save  what  man  makes,  when  in  his  selfish  breast 
He  locks  his  joy,  and  shuts  out  others'  grief. 
Thou  hast  not  \eh  thyself  in  this  wide  world 
Without  a  witness.     Even  the  desert  place 
^Kaketh  thy  name.     Tlie  simple  flowers  and  streams 
Are  social  ond  benevolent,  and  he 
Who  holdeth  cnnverse  in  their  language  pure, 
Roaming  among  them  at  the  cool  of  day. 
Shall  find,  like  him  who  Eden's  garden  drest. 
His  Maker  there,  to  teach  his  listening  heart. 
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Saw  ye  ihe  Tanner  al  his  plough. 

As  you  were  riding  by  ? 
Or  wearied  'neath  hia  noon-day  toil, 

When  summer  suns  were  high  > 
And  thoughl  you  that  his  lot  was  hard  ? 

And  did  you  thank  your  God 
That  you,  and  yours,  were  not  condenin'i: 

TliuB  like  a  slave  lo  plod? 

Come,  see  him  at  hia  harvesl-home. 

When  gorflen,  field,  and  tree. 
Conspire  with  flowing  stores  to  fill 

His  barn  and  granary. 
Hia  healthful  children  gaily  sport 

Amid  the  new -mown  hay, 
Or  proudly  aid,  with  vigorous  arm, 

His  task,  as  best  they  may. 
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THE     LOITXLT    CBTBCH. 

It  Btood  among  the  chestnuts,  ita  while  apire 
And  Blender  turrets  pointing  where  man's  bewt 
Should  oflener  turn.     Up  went  the  wooded  cMA, 
Abruptly  beautiful,  above  its  head, 
Shutting  with  rerdant  screen  the  waten  out, 
That  juet  beyond  in  deep  sequesterM  vale 
Wrought  out  their  rocky  passage.     Clustering  roob 
And  varying  sounds  of  village  indmuy 
SwellM  from  its  margin,  while  the  busy  loom, 
Replete  with  radiant  fabrics,  told  the  skill 
or  the  prompt  artisan. 

But  all  around 
The  solitary  dell,  where  meekly  roae 
That  consecrated  church,  there  was  no  voice 
Save  what  still  Nature  in  her  worahip  breathes, 
And  that  unspoken  lore  with  which  the  dead 
Do  commune  with  the  living.    There  they  lay. 
Each  in  his  grassy  tenement,  the  sire 
Of  many  winters,  and  the  noteless  babe 
Over  whose  empty  cradle,  night  by  night, 
Sal  the  poor  mother  mourning,  in  her  tears 
Fo^etting  what  a  little  span  of  time 
Did  hold  her  from  her  darling.     And  methouglit 
How  sweet  it  were,  so  near  the  sacred  house 
Where  we  bad  heard  of  Christ,  and  taken  his  yoke, 
And  Sabbalb  after  Sabbath  gathered  strength 
To  do  his  will,  thus  to  lie  down  and  rest. 
Close  'neath  the  shadow  of  its  peaceful  walls; 
And  when  the  hand  doth  moulder,  to  lifl  up 
Our  simple  tomb-sione  wiinesa  to  that  &ith 
Which  cannot  die. 

Heaven  bleas  thee,  Lonely  Church, 
And  daily  mayst  thou  warn  a  pilgrim-band, 
8* 
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From  toil,  from  cumbrance,  and  from  strife  to  flee, 
And  drink  ihe  waters  of  elemal  life : 
Still  in  sweet  fellowship  with  trees  and  slues, 
Friend  both  of  earth  and  heaven,  devoutly  stand 
To  guide  the  living  and  to  guard  the  dead. 


Think'st  Ihou  to  be  conceai'd,  thou  little  stream. 

That  through  the  lonely  vale  dost  wend  thy  way, 
Loving  beneath  the  darkest  arch  to  glide 

Of  woven  branches,  blenl  with  hillocks  gray  ? 
The  mist  doth  track  thee,  and  reveal  thy  course 

Unto  the  dawn,  and  a  bright  line  of  green 
Tinting  thy  marge,  and  the  white  flocks  that  haste 

At  summer  noon  to  taste  thy  crystal  sheen, 
Make  plain  thy  wanderings  to  the  eye  of  day. 

And  then,  thy  smiling  answer  to  the  moon, 
Whose  beams  so  freely  on  thy  bosom  sleep, 
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And  aoon,  to  all,  tliy  ripen'd  fniilage  tells 
The  evil  or  the  good  that  in  thy  nature  dwells. 

Thint'st  ihou  to  be  concealM,  thou  little  thought. 

That  in  the  curtain'd  chamber  of  the  aonl 
Dost  wrap  thyself  so  close,  and  dream  to  do 

A  secret  work  ?    Look  to  the  hues  that  roll 
O'er  the  changed  brow  —  the  moving  lips  behold  — 

Linking  thee  unto  speech  —  the  feet  that  run 
Upon  thy  errands,  and  the  deeds  that  stamp 

Thy  lineage  plain  before  the  noonday  sun ; 
Look  to  the  pen  that  writes  thy  history  down 

In  those  tremendous  books  that  ne'er  unclose 
Until  the  day  of  doom,  atid  blush  to  see 

How  vain  thy  trust  in  darkness  to  repose. 
Where  all  things  tend  to  judgment.     So,  beware, 
Oh!  erring  human  heart!  what  thoughts  thou  lodgest  there. 


THE     BENB  F  AC  TRE  S  B. 

Who  asks  if  I  remember  thee  ?  or  speak  thy  treasured  name  f 

Doth  the  frail  rush  forget  the  stream  from  whence  its  green- 
ness came  ? 

Doth  the  wild,  lonely  flower  that  sprang  within  some  rocky 
dell 

Forget  the  first    awakening  smile  that  on  its  bosom  fell  ? 

Did  Israel's  exiled  sons,  when  far  from  Zinn's  hill  away. 
Forget  the  high  and   holy  house,  where   first  tliey  learn'd    to 

pray? 
Forget  around  their  Temple's  wreck  to  roam  in  mute  despair. 
And  o'er  its  hallow'd  ashes  pour  a  grief  that  none  might  share  ? 

Remember  ihee  ?     Remember  thee  ?  —  though  many  a  year  hath 

Aed, 
Since  o'er  thy  pillow  cold  and  low,  the  uprooted  turf  was  spread, 
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Yel  ori  (loili  twilighl'i  musing  hour  thy  graceful  fonn  restore. 
Anil  morning  breathe  the   muaic-tone,  like  Memnon'a  harp  of 

The   simple   rap  that  deck'd    thy   brow    is   still   to   MemoTy 

Her  echoes  keep  thy  cheriHh'd  song  that  lull'il  my  infant  ear; 

The  book,  from  which  my  lisping  tongue  h'qs  by  thy  kind- 
ness taught. 

Gleams  forili,  with  uU  its  letler'd  lines,  still  fresh  niih  hues 
of  though  L 

The  fiowera,  the  dear,  familiar  flowers,  thai  in  thy  garden  grew, 

From  whicli  thy  mantel-vase  was  filPd  —  melhinks,  ihey  breathe 

Again,  the  wliispering  lily  bends,  and  ope  those  lips  of  rose, 
As  if  some  message  of  thy  love,  (hey  linger'd  to  disclose. 

'T  is  true,  thai  more  than  fourscore  years  had  bowM  thy  beauty 
And  mini-lcd,  with  thy  cup  of  life,  full  many  a  dreg  of  w 
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HB      LITTLK 


Thou  wak'at,  my  baby  boy,  from  aleep, 

And  through  its  silken  fringe 
Thine  eye,  like  violet,  pure  and  deep, 

Oleuna  forth  with  azure  tinge. 

With  what  a  smile  of  gladnesa  meek 

Thy  radiant  brow  is  dreat, 
While  fondly  to  a  mother's  cheek 

Thy  lip  and  hand  are  prest! 

That  little  hand!  what  prescient  wit 

Its  history  may  diareni, 
When  time  its  tiny  bones  hath  knit 

With  manhood's  sinews  stem? 

The  artist's  pencil  shall  it  guide  i 
Or  spread  the  adventurous  soil  ? 

Or  guide  the  plough  with  rustic  pride, 
And  ply  the  sounding  flail  ? 

Through  music's  labyrinthine  maze, 

With  dexterous  ardour  rore, 
And  weave  those  tender,  tuneful  lays 

That  beau^  wins  from  love? 

Old  Coke's  or  Blackstone's  mighty  tome 

With  patient  toil  turn  o'er? 
Or  trim  the  lamp  in  classic  dome, 

Till  midnight's  watch  be  o'er? 

Well  skilled,  the  pulse  of  sickness  press  i 

Or  such  high  honour  gain 
As,  o'er  the  pulpit  raised,  to  bless 

A  pioDS  listening  tisin  ? 


LyDIA    HUNTLEY    RIGOURNEV. 

Savi  eIibU  it  find  the  cheriah'd  grasp 
Of  friendship's  fervour  cold  ? 

Or,  shuddering,  feel  ttie  enveiioni'd  clasp 
Of  treachery's  gerpent-fold  ? 

Yet,  oh .'  may  that  Almighty  Friend, 

That  dear  and  powerless  hand  defend 
From  deeds  uf  guilt  and  shame. 

Gram  it  lo  dry  the  (ear  of  woe, 

Bold  folly's  courae  resltain. 
The  olins  of  sympathy  bestow. 

The  righteous  cause  maintain  — 

Write  wisdom  on  the  wing  of  lime, 
Even  'mid  ihe  morn  of  youth, 

And  with  benevolence  sublime 
Dispense  the  light  of  truth  — 
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Doth  Death  thy  boanm's  cell  invade? 

Yield  up  ihy  flower  of  grass  t 
Swells  the  worid'a  wrathful  billow  high? 

Bow  down,  and  let  it  paas. 

Press  not  thy  purpose  on  thy  Qod, 

Urge  not  thine  erring  will, 
Not  dictate  to  the  Eternal  mind, 

Nor  doubt  thy  Alaker's  sIcilL 

True  prayer  ia  not  the  noisy  sound 

That  clamorous  lips  repeat, 
But  the  deep  tiknce  of  a  soul 

That  clasps  Jehovah's  feet. 


Go  to  thy  rest,  my  child ! 

Go  to  thy  dreamless  bed, 
Gentle  and  undefiled, 

With  blessingH  on  thy  head ; 
Fresh  roses  in  thy  hand, 

Buds  on  thy  pillow  laid. 
Haste  from  this  fearful  land, 

Where  flowers  so  quickly  fade. 

Before  ihy  heart  might  team 

In  waywardness  to  stray, 
Before  thy  foot  could  turn 

The  dark  and  downward  way; 
Ere  sin  might  wound  the  breast. 

Or  sorrow  wake  the  tear, 
Rise  to  Ihy  home  of  rest, 

In  yon  celestial  sphere. 
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Because  thy  amile  was  fair, 

Thy  lip  and  ej'e  so  bright. 
Because  thy  cra(lle-cB.re 

Was  siicli  B  fond  delight. 
Shall  Lovp,  wilh   weak   embrace. 

Thy  heavenward  (light  dciaio  ? 
No!  Angel,  seek  ihy  place 

Amid  yon  cherub-irain. 


From  a  bright  heartb-etone  of  oui  land, 

A  beam   lialh  {loss'd  away, 
A  smile,  u-hoae  cheering  influence  seemM 

Like  morning  to  the  day; 
A  sue ri (icing  spirii 

Wiih  innate  goodness  fraught. 
Thai  ever  for  another's  weal 

Empioy'd  its  ferrid  thought. 


LTDIA    HDHTLET     SIGOVBHEr. 
ADTB  BTISEMENT    OP     A     LOST    DAT. 

Lost!   Instf  loal! 

A  gem  of  countless  price, 
Cut  from  the  living  rock. 

And  giaved  in  Paradise. 
Set  round  with  three  times  eight 

Large  diamonds,  clear  and  bri|^t, 
And  each  with  sixty  smaller  ones, 

Alt  changeful  as  the  light 

Lost — where  the  thoughileae  throng 

In  Jashion'a  mazes  wind. 
Where  trilleth  folly's  song. 

Leaving  a  ating  behind; 
Tet  to  my  hand  'twas  given 

A  golden  tuup  to  buy, 
Such  as  the  white-robed  choir  attune 

To  deathless  minstrelsy. 

Lost!  lost!  lost! 

1  feel  all  search  is  vain; 
That  gem  of  countless  coat 

Can  ne'er  be  mine  again ; 
I  ofler  no  reward. 

For  till  these  heart-strings  serer, 
I  know  that  Heaven-entrusted  gifi 

Is  reft  away  for  ever. 

But  when  the  sea  and  land 

Like  burning  ecr<ril  have  fled, 
I'll  see  it.  in  His  hand 

Who  judgeth  qnick  and  dead, 
And  when  of  scathe  and  loss 

That  man  can  ne'er  repair. 
The  dread  inquiry  meets  my  soul,. 

What  shall  it  answer  there  f 
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M  E  M  O  H  T. 

The  pest  she  nileth.     Ai  her  wand 

Its  temple-valvea  nnibld, 
And  from  Iheir  glorioua  shrinea  descend 

The  migfaly  forms  of  old ; 
To  }ier  deep  voice  the  dead  leply, 

Dry  bones  are  clothed  and  live, 
Long-perish'd  garlands  bloom  anew, 

And  buried  joys  revive. 

When  o'er  the  futtu«  many  a  shade 

Like  saddening  twilight  steals. 
Or  (he  dimm'd  present  to  the  heart 

lis  vapid neas  reveals, 
She  opea   her  casket,  and  a  cloud 

or  treasured  ijicense  steam?. 
Till   with   a  lifted  lieart  we  tread 

The  pleBsanl  land   of  dreams. 


I.TDIA     BVHTLCT     SI60DRHET. 


DBW-DROr>. 

*^  Father,  there  are  no  dew-drop*  on  my  rose : 
I  thought  to  find  them,  bat  they  all  ue  gone. 
Wiu  Night  ■  niggard?    Or  did  eunniDg  Dawn 
Steal  those  bright  diamonds  from  the  slumbering  Day }'' 
— The  father  anawer'd  not,  but  waved  hia  hand. 
For  the  soft  Ming  of  a  aommer  ahower 
Made  quiet  mnaic  hnid  the  quivering  leavea, 
And  through  the  hollows  <^  the  freahen'd  tuif 
Drew  lines  like  mint. 

Then  a  bow  sprang  forth, 
Spanning  the  akiet. 

"Seest  thou  yan  glorious  hues, 
Violet  and  gold  ?    The  dew-drope  tremble  there, 
Thai  from  the  bosom  of  thy  rose  had  fled. 
My  precious  child.     Read  thou  the  lesson  weU, 
That  what  is  pure  and  beautiful  on  earth, 
Shall  glow  in  Heaven." 

He  knew  not  that  he  spake 
Prophetic  words.     But  ere  the  infant  moon 
SwelI'd  to  a  perfect  orb  ita  crescent  pale, 
That  gentle  soul  which  on  the  parent's  breast 
Had  sparkled  as  a  dew-drop,  was  exhaled, 
To  mingle  'mid  the  brightness  of  the  skies. 
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ANNA  MARIA  WELLS. 


MisB  FoaTEK,  now  Mtb.  Wells,  was  born  sbnul  the  year  1794,  in 
Gloucester,  Ma^sachiuetls ;  hut  was  educated  in  Boaion,  HDd  has  lived 
there  ever  i^iiicc.  She  ia  a  highly  occoniplighed  woman  i  pusBOBBeti  a 
well-futnisbeil  mind,  aud  b9  adminbte  s  tnlenc  tbr  drawing  and  mueic 
*M  for  poetry.  She  was  also,  when  young',  no  lees  dislingiiisbed  for  her 
eiquisile  beauty,  than  hr  her  ^nius  and  accomplishments.  Her  imema 
were  published  in  a  volume  in  1831,  but  are  nol  so  generally  known 
as  they  deserve  to  be.  The  specimens  we  subjoin  are  dclightrul  Tor 
Iheir  wochmg  aimplicily,  purity  of  thought,  and  fervour  of  feeling. 
Mrs.  Wells  is  a  sister  of  Mrs;  Prances  S.  Osgood  ;  who,  when  I  child, 
was  her  loved  and  loving  pupil,  as  we  gather  from  B  verse  in  the  Ibl- 
lowiD{(  eweut  straia  of  pteasont  but  half-ciHiurnfiii  memory. 
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One  window,  Teil'd  by  cnrlauu  bir. 

Gave  enlnnce  to  the  aummer  air; 

Beside  it  >tood  my  desk  and  chair: 

My  pretty  closet. 

When  memory's  harp  had  ceased  to  ring, 

And  vunly  I  emay'd  the  siring, 

There  thought  could  ofi  iu  music  bring, 

With  sweet  revesUng. 
And  there  at  lonely  hour  of  night, 
I  used  to  watch  the  moonbeams  bright, 
Throwing  tbeir  wreaths  of  silver  light 

Along  the  ceiling. 

In  rammer,  when  the  fields  were  green. 
And  bending  boughs  my  window-screen. 
Ah  me!  how  happy  I  have  been, 

Free  From  intrusion*, 
While  oft  of  flattery''B  pleasing  snare. 
And  oft  of  hope's  delusions  fair. 
Reflection  taught  me  to  beware. 

In  that  seclusion. 

There,  with  one  friend,  delightful  flew 
Hours  of  sweel  convene  not  a  few ; 
Tlie  snng  retreat,  't  would  hold  but  two, 

So  narrow  was  it; 
And  yel  a  cozy  place  to  sit, 
ThoMgh  leaning  back  the  shelves  we  hit. 
And  forward  scarce  avoided  it; 

Hy  little  rloseL 

It  was  the  homestead  of  my  mind; 
For  there  its  thoughts  were  first  combined. 
And  elsewhere  I  shall  never  And 
Jnst  such  another! 


'T  was  there  I  rail  and  rlosed  ihe  door 
'Gainst  one  who  ill  surh  usage  bore,        _ 
A  playful  child,  —  ah!  now  no  more — 

Sty  petted  brother ! 
And  there  with  niinglod  joy  and  pain, 
To  con  their  tasks  and  con  again, 
1  taught  my  Utile  aislera  twain, 

For  ever  busy ; 
Just  out  Ihe  closet  door  they  sat, 
And  mischief  oft  they  would  be  at; 
I  loved  them  dearly  for  all  that, 

Fanny  and  Lizzie! 
There,  when  my  heart  was  sick  with  grief. 
Finding  its  youthful  joys  so  brief, 
In  prayer  1  sought  a  sure  relief, 

Denied  me  never. 
Ah !  sad  to  my  young  heart  the  day, 
When,  lingering  still  with  fond  delay, 
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The  flowers,  th&t  lay  all  ni^t  in  teat*. 

Look  upward  one  by  one ; 
And  pearls  each  liny  petal  bears, 

Ad  oaring  to  the  sun. 

With  beads  the  trembling  grass  is  dress'd,^ — 
Elach  thin  spire  hath  its  string, 

ScaUer'd  in  mist,  as  from  her  nest 
The  ground-bird  flaps  her  wing. 

The  lake  obeys  the  zephyr's  will. 

While,  as  by  fingers  press'd, 
The  bending  locust-buds  distil 

Their  sweetness  o'er  its  breast. 

With  busy  sounds  the  valley  rings ; 

The  ploughman  yokes  hia  team; 
The  fisher  trims  hia  light  boat's  wings, 

And  skims  the  brightening  stream. 

The  gentle  kine  forsake  the  shed, 
And  wait  the  milk-niaid's  call; 

The  frighted  squirrel  beaia  her  tread, 
And  scuds  along  the  wall. 

Scattering  the  night-clouds  as  in  scorning, 
Bright  pour  the  new-bom  rays ; 

There 's  more  of  life  in  one  sweet  morning, 
Than  in  a  thousand  days. 

TO    MARY,    SLEEFtKO. 

Slekf  on,  sleep  on!   while  yet  thy  sleep  is  sweet, 
Nor  scared  by  phantoms  of  worid-weary  care, 
False  pleasure,  fear,  or  still  delusive  hope! 
Sweeter  the  slumber  that,  perchance,  for  ihee 
Thy  guardian  angel  tints  with  dreamy  bliss. 
That  cherub-smile  speaks  not  of  gross  delight; 
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And  haply  on  thy  sinleis  Tision  now 
Celestiul  forma  may  gleam,  like  morning  mists 
That  vei  shall  brighten  into  perfect  day ; 
Or  to  thy  tender  organs  suited,  soft 
As  breath  of  angels,  music  floats  around;  — 
Melodious  whisperings,  that  half  unfold 
The  harmonies  enfranrhised  Epiriis  know. 
Then,  if  such  visions  Jo  thy  slumbers  bless, 
Sleep  on,  dear,  sinless,  happy  dreamer,  sleep ; 
For  I  would  not  the  short-lived  charm  disturb, 
Not  e'en  to  meet  thine  eye's  sad  earnestness ; 
Those  eyea  that  shed  upon  thy  baby  face 
A  lender,  holy,  melancholy  light, — 
Like  seraph  Pily  guarding  Innocence. 
And  yet  more  radiant  shall  their  lustre  be 
When  strong  by  struggle,  eloquent  by  thought. 
The  mind  shall  dart  its  deeper  meanings  ihence; 
Or  pure  devotion's  wrapt  intensity 
Look  through  llieir  upward  light. 
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Say,  ia  it  Paaatoa'a  bralhing  tow? 

Or  Friendahip'!  pmadM  given? 
Or  nttenncfl  oi  patmuJ  love, 

The  purest  under  heavro? 

Oh !  if  thy  other  lelf  be  now 

Beside  thee, — if  thy  own 
That  one  lored  hand  may  clasp;   thy  ear 

Drink  in  that  one  loved  tone; 

Enjoy  the  fleeting  hour. — forget 
That  earth  has  change  or  pain;  — 

But  dare  not  whisper  in  thy  blitSf 
"We'll  never  part  again." 

Love's  roses  dro<^  ere  mom  hath  fled ; 

The  violet  smiles  through  tears; 
The  Ull  tree  scattere  to  the  blast 

The  brightest  leaf  it  bears. 

Each  day,  each  hour,  love's  nearest  ties 
The  hand  of  death  niay  sever ; 

And  they  who  live  and  love  the  best, 
Fate  oft  divides  for  ever. 

The  friend  so  closely  link'd  to  thee, 

By  foith  so  fondly  plighted,^ — 
The  world's  cold  cautions  intervene. 

And  ye  are  disunited. 
The  most  impassion'd  love  that  warms 

The  purest,  truest  heart. 
Or  time,  or  grief,  or  wrong  may  change. 

And  break  the  links  apart 

Thy  children^o'er  their  opening  minds 
Watch,  walch  with  heart  untired; 

The  ceaseless  vigil  keep,  by  hope. 
By  love,  by  Heaven  inspired. 


AHNA    HABIA    WELLS. 

Oh!  beautiful  the  dsily  toil 

Tu  work  thai  pricelesB  mine! 
But  (Iceinosi  thou  lis  gul<]en  ore 

Hdined  sliall  slUl  be  thine? 

Dreamer!     Those  laughing  boys  that  round 
Thy  hearth  unconscious  play, — 

Voices  already  in  their  hearts 
Are  whispering,  "Come  away!" 

Though  warmly  smile  beam  back  to  smile, 

And  answering  heart  to  heart, 
They  meet  in  gladness  who  too  oft 

Have  only  met  to  pan. 

Then  bind  not  earthly  tiea  too  close, 

But  hope  let  Heaven  sustain ; 
There  and  there  only  mayst  thou  gay, 

''  We  'II  never  part  again !" 


■  ASIA    VBLLS. 


Whither  tendi  ii>  Hn  Ibe  dtcn 
No  aDaring  bannt  for  ibee? 

Ko(d>  with  tanked  rinea  ran  o'er, 
Scented  dunb,  or  kaTj  tne? 


b  the  poiple 

Than  tl^  violet  of  apring? 
la  the  Ktowy  foam-WRalh  Urt 

Than  the  a{^**  bloaaMning? 

Shadj  gron  and  nmny  alope, 

Seek  but  ibeae,  and  tboo  shall  meet 

Birds  not  bmv  with  storm  to  eape, 
Hermila  of  retiremeot  sweet. 

Wheie  no  winds  too  rudely  swell. 

Bat,  in  whispers  as  they  pass, 
Of  the  fragrant  flow'ret  lell, 

Hidden  in  the  tender  gn«9. 

There,  the  mock-bird  sings  of  loTe; 

There,  the  robin  builds  his  neat; 
There,  the  gentle-hearted  dove, 

Brooding,  takes  her  blissful  rest. 

Sea-bttd,  stay  thy  rapid  flight :  — > 

Gone!  —  where  dark  waves  fotun  and  dash. 
Like  a  lone  star  on  the  nighi 

From  afar  his  white  wings  dash! 
He  obeyeth  God's  behest: 

Each  and  all  some  mission  fiU; 
Some,  the  tempest  bom  to  breast, 

Some,  to  wonhip  and  be  still. 

If  to  struggle  with  the  storm 

On  life's  evei^hanging  sea, 
Where  cold  mists  enwrap  the  form. 

My  harsh  destiny  must  be; 


ANNA    KABIA     WELLS. 

Sea-bird !  thua  may  [  abide 
Cheerful  ihe  alloimeiil  given; 

And  above  Ihe  rufileil  lide 
Soar  al  last,  bke  tliee,  tu  Heaven! 


It  was  the  Sabbath  eve  —  we  went, 
My  hule  girl  and  I,  intent 

Tlie  twilight  hour  to  pass, 
Where  we  might  hear  the  waters  flow, 
And  Bcent  the  freighted  winds  that  bloi 

Athwart  the  vernal  gross. 

In  darker  grandeur,  as  the  day 
Stole  acarre  perceptibly  away, 

The  purple  mountain  stood, 
Wearing  the  young  moon  as  a  crest : 
The  sun,  half  sunk  in  the  far  west, 

SecmM  mingling  with  the  llood. 


ARHA    MARIA    WELLS. 

The  pleasure  thu,  deapite  her  Tear, 
Had  led  the  timid  thing  so  near,    ■ 
To  lilt  our  minrtrelsy ! 

All  motioalew,  with  head  inclined, 
^e  stood,  as  if  her  heart  divined 

The  impulses  of  oura, — 
Till  the  last  note  had  died,  and  then 
Tura'd  half-reluctanily  again, 

Back  to  her  green-wood  bowers. 

Once  more  the  magic  sounds  we  tried— 
Again  the  hare  was  seen  to  ^ide 

From  out  lier  sylvan  shade; 
Again— as  joy  had  given  her  wings, 
Fleet  as  a  bird  she  forward  springs 

Along  the  dewy  glade. 

Go,  happy  thing  f  disport  at  will,- 
Take  thy  delight  o'er  rale  and  hill. 

Or  rest  in  leafy  bower : 
The  harrier  may  beset  thy  way. 
The  emel  snare  thy  feet  betray! 

Enjoy  thy  little  hoar! 

We  know  not,  and  we  ne*er  may  know, 
The  hidden  springs  of  joy  and  woe 

That  deep  within  thee  lie. 
The  silent  workings  of  thy  heart — 
They  almost  eeem  to  have  a  part 

With  our  humanity! 

THB     rUTDRE. 

Thb  flowers,  the  many  flowers 
That  all  along  the  smiling  valley  grew. 

While  the  sun  lay  for  hours, 
Kissing  from  off  tlieir  drooping  lids  the  dew ; 
10 


They,  to  the  Hummer  air 
No  longer  prodigal,  iheir  sweet  breath  yield ; 

Vainly,  to  bind  her  liair. 
The  village  maiden  seeks  ihem  in  the  field. 

The  breeze,  the  gentle  breeze 
That  wanderM  like  a  frolic  child  al  ptay, 

Loitering  'mid  blossom 'il  trees, 
Trailing  iheir  stolen  sweets  along  its  way, 

No  more  adventuresome, 
lis  whisper'd  love  is  lo  the  violet  given ; 

The  boisterous  North  has  tome, 
And  scared  the  sportive  trifler  back  to  heaven. 

The  brook,  the  limpid  brook 
That  prattled  of  its  coolness  as  it  went 

Forth   from   its  rocky  nook, 
Leaping  with  joy  lo  be  no  longer  pent, — 

Its  pleasant  song  is  huHh'd;  — 


AHHA    HABIA    WELLS.  I 

ITor  deem  yooih'i  bnoyani  hoars 
For  idle  hope*  or  tueleaa  mnsinf*  ^ren; 

Who  draanu  Anr  hit  powers. 
The  leckleas  ■Inmbenr  ihall  not  wake  to  bnrai. 


TO     THI     WHirFOOBWILL. 

The  thadea  of  ere  are  gathering  slowly  mnnd. 

And  aileace  hanga  o'er  meadow,  grove,  and  hill, 
Sare  one  lone  Toice,  that,  with  cootinuoiu  mund. 

Calls  through  the  deepening  twilight —  WkippoorwUL 

Faintly  is  heard  the  whitpering  moantain  \tneie\ 
Faintly  the  ruahing  brook  that  turn'd  the  mill  \ 

Hiuh'd  is  the  aong  of  birds  —  the  hum  of  beea;  — 
The  hour  la  all  thine  own,  ead  fFhippooncill ! 

No  more  the  woodman's  axe  is  heard  to  &11 ; 

No  more  the  ploughman  sings  with  rustic  skill ; 
As  if  earth's  echoes  woke  no  other  call. 

Again,  and  yet  again,  cornea   Whippoorwill. 

Alas !  enough '.  before,  my  heart  was  sad ; 

Sweet  bird !  thou  mak'st  it  sadder,  sadder  sliU. 
Enough  of  mourning  has  my  spirit  had ; 

I  would  not  hear  thee  mourn,  poor  fVhippoantill. 

Thoughts  of  my  distant  home  upon  me  press. 
And  thronging  doubts,  and  fears  of  coming  ill; 

Hy  lone  heart  feels  a  deeper  loneliness, 
Touch'd  with  that  plaintive  bunhen — WkippooneiU. 

Sing  to  the  village  lass,  whose  happy  home 
Lies  in  yon  quiet  rale,  behind  the  hill ; 

Bvt,  doom'd  far,  far  from  all  1  love  to  roam, 
Sing  not  to  me,  oh  gentle   iVhippooneill. 
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Loved  ones 

ray 

children 

!     Ah,  they  cannot 

hear 

My  voire 

Ihat  calU  to 

them!     An  answer 

shrill, 

A  Bhril!,  1.1. 

onsc 

ouB  ans 

wer,  rises  near, 

Repealing 

Hlill 

repeatir 

g   ff'hippooncill ! 

Jlnolker  name  my   lips   would  brealhc;  —  hut  ihen 
Such  tender  memories  all  my  bosom   (ill, 

Back  to  my  sorrowing  breast  it  sinks  again ! 

Hush,  or  thou  'It  break  my  heart,  sad   fFluppooneill ! 


There  sits  a  woman  on  the  brow 

Of  yonder  rocky  height ; 
There,  gazing  <i'er  the  wa*es  below, 

Slie  siis  from  mom  till  nighu 

She  heeds  not  how  the  mad  waves  leap 

Along  the  rugged  shore ; 


A  sailor's  bride  'ti 

Wo  [o  ihe  feithlesa  main 
Nine  summers  since  he  wei 

And  ne'er  returned  again. 


WELLS. 

I  to  be:  — 


But  long,  wheie  ail  is  wreck'd  beside, 

And  every  joy  is  chased, 
Long,  long  will  lingering  Hope  abide 

Amid  the  dreary  waste '. 

Nine  year* — though  all  had  given  him  o'l 

Htr  spirit  doth  not  fail; 
And  still  she  wails  along  the  shore 

The  never-coming  sail. 

On  that  high  rock,  abrupt  and  bare, 

Ever  she  sits,  as  now; 
The  dews  have  damp'd  her  flowing  hair, 

The  sun  has  scorch'd  her  brow. 


And  every  fai -off  sail  she  sees, 

And  every  passing  cloud, 
Or  white-wing'd  sea-bird,  on  the  breeze, 

She  calls  to  it  aloud. 


The  sea-bird  answers  to  her  cry ; 

The  cloud,  the  sail,  float  on; 
The  hoarse  wave  mocks  her  misery, 

Yet  is  her  hope  not  gone. 


It  cannot  go;  —  with  that  to  part. 
So  long,  so  fondly  nursed. 

So  mingled  with  her  faithful  heart; 
That  heart  iiself  would  burst. 
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When  blliiig  dewa  the  clover  steep, 

And  birds  are  in  their  nest, 
And  flower-budB  folded  up  to  sleep, 

And  ptoughmeu  gone  lo  rest ; 

Down  the  rude  track  her  feet  have  worn. 
There  scarce  the  goal  may  go, — 

Poor  Rosalie,  with  look  forlorn, 
Is  seen  descending  alow. 

But  when  Ibe  pvy  mora  tints  the  sky, 

And  lights  that  lofty  peak, — 
Wiih  a  strange  lustre  in  her  eye, 
A  fever  in  her  cheek, 

Again  she  goes,  untired,  to  sit 

Anil  watch  the  livelong  day ; 

Nor  lUl  [he  star  of  eve  is  li^ 

r  luma  her 


CAROLINE  GILMAN. 

Who,  that  hu  «ver  read  die  Recollectioni  of  i  Souihem  Uatroii,  with 
ill  wise  clesr  thought,  its  delicate  wit,  itd  unafiecled  pathos,  its  fireah 
deacriptiraa,  and  iti  viTidly-drawn  characters,  but  loves  the  name  of 
Mrs.  CaroliDe  Gilman !  Not  we,  assuredlj.  We  niuet  therefore  be 
{lermilted  to  pay  a  wann  tribute  of  gratitude  for  that  moat  charming 
book.  Mrs.  Gilman,  fbnnerly  Miaa  Howard,  was  born  in  Boeton,  in 
the  year  1794.  She  married  Dr.  Samuel  Gilman,  a  miniater  of  a 
Uoitariao  chorch  in  ChaTlesioti,  S.  C.,  in  ISlSj  and  has  resided  ever 
since  in  that  citj,  where  both  are  dielinguiahed  for  Iheir  liij^h  intellec- 
tual attainrDenta,  and  venerated  for  their  moral  excellencies.  For  seven 
jetTB  Mrs.  Gilman  edited  a  literary  gazette,  called  7^  Sonihern  Riae. 
Her  pitliliabed  works  are,  RecotUclioru  of  a  Ntte-Engluiid  Houie- 
ktrper !  Retxtlecluym  a/ a  Southern  Matron;  Tatei  and  Batladti 
Lite's  Progreu  I  Letten  of  Eliia  WiUdnson ;  Slnrie!  and  Poem*  for 
Claldrtn;  Poetrifof  TraveUing  in  the  United  Statet ,-  Oracleifrom 
Ike  Paelt ;  The  Sibyl  i  and  a  volume  of  poetry  now  in  ihe  press,  called, 
V'<rr«r«  of  a  Life-time.  Her  poems  are  unaffected  and  aprightljr ;  in- 
ipired  by  wann  domeatic  affection,  and  pjre  religious  feeling. 

NT    TIkZZA. 

Ht  piazza,  my  piazza!  some  boast  their  lordly  halls, 
Where  sofien'd   gleams  of  curtain'd   light  on  golden   treasure 

faUs, 
Where  pictures  in  ancestral  rank  look  stately  side  by  side, 
And  forms  of  beauty  and  of  grace  move  on  in  living  pride  \ 

I  envy  not  the  gorgeousness  that  decks  the  crowded  room, 
Where  vases  with  exotic  flowers  throw  out  their  sick  perfume, 
With  carpets  where  the  slipper'd  foot  sinks  sofi  in  downy  swell, 
And  mirror'd  walla  reflect  the  cheek  where   dimpled   beauties 
dwell. 


-  -     .  ^H 
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Mj-  flesh  and  cool  piuza!    I  seek  the  healthy  breeze 
That  circles  round  thy  Ehading  vitiea,  and  softly- waving  trees, 
With  step  on  step  monotonous,  I  tread  thy  levtl  floor, 
And  muse  upon  the  aacreil  past,  or  calmly  look  hefore. 

My  bright  and  gay  piazza !    I  love  thee  in  the  hour, 

When    morning   decks  with    dewy  gems    the  wavy  blade   and 

When  the  bird   alights,  and    sings  his    song,  upon  the   neigh- 

touring  tree, 
As  if  his  notes  were  only  made  to  cheer  himself  and  me. 

My  cool  and  fresh  piazza !    I  love  thee  wlien  the  sun 
His  long  and  ferHd  circuit  o'er  the  burning  earth  has  run-, 
I  joy  to  watch  his  parting  light  loom  upward  lo  the  eye. 
And  view  the  pencil-touch  shade  off,  and  then  in  softness  die. 

My  sociable  piazza!    I  prize  thy  quiet  talk, 

When  arm  in  arm  with  one  I  love,  I  tread  the  accustomed  walk ; 

Or  loll   within  our  rocking-chairs,  not  over  nice  or   wise. 
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I  feel  as  if  a  spirit's  wing  came  near  and  bniBh'd  my  bean, 
Aod  bttde,  before  I  yield  to  sleep,  eartb'a  heavy  cares  depart; 
Fadicr,  in  alt  simplicity,  1  breatbe  the  prayer  I  lote, 
Ob '.  watch  aronnd  my  slumbering  form,  or  take  my  soul  above ! 


Thb  gay  nloon  was  throng'd  with  grace  and  beauty. 
While  astral  rays  shone  out  on  lovely  eyes. 
And  lovely  eyes  look'd  forth  a  clearer  beam. 

Fashion  was  there  —  not  iti  her  flaunting  robes, 
Lavish  o(  chsTOia — hut  that  ftir  sprite  who  monlds 
All  to  her  touch,  yet  leaves  it  nature  still. 

The  light  young  laugh  came  reed-like  on  the  ear, 
Touching  the  cord  of  joy,  electrical ; 
And  smiles  too  graceful  for  a  sound  passed  out 
From  ruby  lips,  like  perfume  from  a  flower. 

Catching  the  gracious  word  of  courtesy, 
The  listening  maid  tumM  to  the  speaker^s  eye; 
And  bowing  in  his  honour'd  lowliness, 
His  manly  head  inclined  to  her  slight  form. 

There  was  a  hum  of  social  harmony, 
"  Like  the  soft  south"  upon  the  rushing  seas. 
Between  its  pauses  burst  the  harp's  rich  tone, 
Ponr'd  out  by  one  who  fill'd  the  poet's  eye 
With  fond  fruiiion  of  his  classic  dream. 

A  voice  was  there — clear  and  distinct  it  rose. 
Like  evening's  star  when  other  stars  are  dim ; 
Clear,  sweet  and  lonely,  at  that  southern  bird's 
Who  on  far  turrets  trills  his  midnight  lay. 
In  the  heart's  cavern,  deep  that  voice  went  down, 
Waking  up  echoes  of  the  silent  past 

O  woman !  lovely  in  thy  beauty's  power ! 
Thrice  lovely,  when  we  know  that  thou  canst  turn 
To  duty's  path,  and  Iread  it  with  a  smile. 
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When  Pleasure  plde  ihy  passing  hours, 
And  Hope  enwreatlia  her  fairy  flowers, 
An<l   Love  appears  with  playful  haiid 
To  steal  from  Time  hia  falling  sand, 
Oh,  tlien  I'll  smile  wiili  ihee. 

When  nature's  beauties  bless  thy  sight, 
And  yield  a  tbrdl  of  soft  delight ; 
When  morning  glories  greet  thy  gaze, 
Or  veiling  twilight  still  delays. 
Then  I'll  admire  with  thee. 

When  the  far-cluslering  stars  unroll 
Their  banner'd  lights  from  pole  to  pole, 
Or  when  the  moon  glides  queenly  by, 
Looking  in  silence  on  ihinc  eye, 
I'll  gajte  on  Heaven  with  thee. 
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When  youth  and  youthTul  pleuurea  fly, 
And  earth  u  fading  on  thine  eye> 
When  life  hai  lost  its  early  charm, 
And  all  thy  wiih  ia  holy  calm, 
I'll  lore  that  calm  with  thee. 

And  when  tueiring  death,  at  last, 
Comes  ruahing  on  lime's  fatal  blast, 
And  naught  (not  e'en  my  loTe)  can  save 
Thy  fonn  from  the  encroaching  grave, 
I'll  share  that  gniTe  with  thee. 

And  when  thy  npiril  soars  &boTe, 
Wrapt  in  the  foldings  of  God's  love, 
Is  it  too  much  to  ask  of  Heaven, 
That  some  low  seat  may  there  be  given, 
Where  I  can  bow  near  thee? 


HT     OARDBIT. 

Mt  garden,  fresh  and  beautiful!  —  the  spell  of  frost  is  o'er. 
And  earth  sends  out  its  varied  leaves,  a  rich  and  lavish  store ; 
My  heart  too  breaks  its  wintry  chain,  with  stem  and  leaf  and 

flower, 
And  glows  in  hope  and  happiness  amid  the  spring-tide  hour. 

Tis  sunset  in  my  garden  —  the  flowers  and  buds  have  caught 
Bright    revelations    from    the    skies    in    wondrous    changes 

wrought ; 
And  as  the  twilight  hastens  on,  a  spiritual  calm 
Seems  resting   on  the  quiet  leaves    which  evening  dews   em- 

Tis  moonlight  in  my  garden;  like  some  fair  babe  at  rest, 
The  day-flower  folds  its  silky  wing  upon  its  pulseless  breast; 
Nor  is  it  vain  philosophy  to  think  thai  plants  may  keep 
A  holiday  of  airy  dreams  beneath  their  graceful  sleep. 
II 
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'T  is  morning  in  my  garden ;   each  leaf  of  crisped  groea 
Iloiigs  tremulous  in  diamond  gems  with  emerald  rays  between. 
It  is  the  birth  of  nature;    baptized  in  early  dew, 
The  plants  look   meekly  up  and  ttmile  as  if  their  God    they 

My  garden  —  fair  and  brilliant! — the  butlerily  outspread 
Alights  with  genlle  fluttering  on  the  wall-flower's  golden  head, 
Then  darting  to  the  lily-bed  floats  o'er  ila  sheeted  white, 
And  settles  on  the  violet's  cup  with  fanciful  delight. 

My  iiuiel  little  garden.'  —  I  hear  the  rolling  wheel 

Of  the  city's  busy  multitude  along  ihe  highway  pcal, 

I  tread  thy  paths  more  fondly,  and  inhale  the  circling  air 

That  glads  and  cools  me  on  its  way  from  that  wide  marl  of 


My  friendly  little  garden !  few  worldly  goods  have  I 
To  tender  with  o'erflowing  Jieart  in  blessed  charily, 
But,  like  the 
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OLD    ACS. 


Wbt  ahooM  old  age  escmpe  nimoUced  here, 
That  sacred  en  to  reflection  dear? 
Thai  peanful  shore  where  paMion  dia  awav. 
Like  the  last  irare  that  ripples  o'er  the  baj? 
Oh)  if  old  age  were  cancelled  from  our  lot. 
Full  soon  would  man  deplore  the  unhallow'd  blot! 
life's  busy  day  would  want  its  tranquil  eren. 
And  earth  would  lose  her  stepping<«tone  to  heaven. 


Mother,  mother,  the  winds  are  at  play, 
Prithee,  let  me  be  idle  to-day. 
Look,  dear  mother,  the  flowers  all  lie 
languidly  under  the  bright  blue  skv. 
See,  how  slowly  the  streamlet  glides; 
Look,  how  the  violet  roguishly  hides ; 
Even  the  butterfly  rests  on  the  rose. 
And  scarcely  sips  the  sweeia  as  he  goes. 
Poor  Tray  is  asleep  in  the  noon-day  sun. 
And  the  flies  go  about  him  one  by  one; 
And  pussy  sits  near  with  a  sleepy  grace, 
Without  ever  thinking  of  washing  her  face. 
There  Hies  a  bird  to  a  neighbouring  tree, 
But  very  lazily  flieth  he. 
And  he  siia  and  twitters  a  gentle  note. 
That  scarcely  ruflles  his  little  throat. 

Ton  bid  me  be  busy ;    but,  mother,  hear 
How  the  hum-drum  grasshopper  soundeth  near. 
And  the  soft  west  wind  is  so  light  in  its  play, 
It  acareely  moves  a  leaf  on  the  spray. 
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I  wisli,  oh,  I  wish  I  was  yonder  cloud, 
Thai  sails  aboul  with  its  misty  shrouti ; 
Books  and  work  I  no  more  sitoitid  see. 
And  I M  come  and  float,  dear  mother,  o'er 
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Bird  of  the  south !   is  this  a  scene  to  waken 
Thy  native  notes  in  thrilling,  gushing  tone? 
Thy  woodland  nest  of  love  is  hU  forsaken  — 
Thy  mate  alone ! 

While  Blrnnger-lhrongs  roll  by,  thy  song  is  lending 

Joy  to  the  happy,  sooihings  to  the  sad ; 
O'er  my  full  heart  ii  flows  with  genile  blending. 
And  I  BRi  glad. 


SARAH  J08EPHA  HALE. 

THia  excellent  lad  J,  whoM  nwiden  narae  wu  Buell,  WW  born  *t  New- 
port, New  HampBhiie.  Her  molb^r  wis  a  wooian  of  remarkably  clear 
and  cultivated  mind,  and  to  ber  intelligeat  coniemtnn,  and  happy 
talent  of  communicatiiig  knowledge,  Urs.  Hale  traces  her  own  delight 
in  learaiog,  and  deaire  far  intellectual  advancement  She  waa  married 
when  vei;  yoang  to  David  Hale,  Esq.,  who  was  a  lawjer  by  ptofeaaion, 
and  a  man  whoae  tarica  and  fbelinga  were  in  every  way  congenial  with 
her  own.  It  was  not  until  hia  death,  in  1823,  that  abe  fitat  seriously 
thought  oTbecoming  an  authMeaa;  then,  ber  stnitened  circumstances, 
and  ber  aSectionate  anxiety  to  procure  tor  her  children  the  advantages 
of  a  good  education,  determined  her  to  put  ber  talents  out  at  interest, 
am]  seek  in  literature  the  means  i^  gratilying  her  warm  maternal 
deaire&  Her  Srst  publidied  work  was  a  small  vcdume  of  PoemB ;  select* 
ed  from  articles  written  when  a  girl  for  her  own  amusement  The 
next,  Norlhwood,  a  novel  in  two  volumes,  (chiefly  descriptive  of  New 
England  life,)  which  was  bvourably  received,  and  at  that  lime  much 
admired.  In  IK28,  she  undertook  the  editorship  of  Tht  American 
tiadiet'  Mag4ame,  established  in  Boston.  During  her  residence  in  that 
city,  die  published  SkttcktM  of  American  Charactrr,  FUva't  Interprr- 
Itr,  Traila  of  Ametiean  Lift,  The  Ladie*'  WrMfA,  and  several  buiks 
for  children. 

Hrs.  Hale  has  lived  in  Philadelphia  a  number  of  years  past,  aitd  is 
respected  there  ito  less  for  her  many  virtues  and  social  excellencies, 
than  for  her  taste  snd  skill  as  an  author  and  an  editor.  The  numerous 
reiulera  of  that  popular  magasine.  The  Lady^t  Book,  are  itidehted  to  her 
for  the  discriminating  judgment  with  which  Hhe  gathers,  and  arranges 
for  their  mental  refreshment,  the  fruits  and  flowers  of  genius.  She  also 
edita  The  0p4/,a  religious  annual  of  much  attraction.  Three  Hourt,  or 
the  VigilnfLove;  onJ ofA^r  Poem*,  published  in  JaiiuQ.ry,I848,ia  ihe 
largest  and  latest  collection  of  her  poetry.  Many  of  these  poems,  bca idee 
the  Srst,  are  entirely  new,  though  some  we  recognize  as  old  friends; 
Aliee  Rag,  for  instance,  a  simple  story  of  every-day  life,  clad  in  grace- 
fill  rhymes;  which  contains  several  exquisite  touches  of  natur•^  and 
has  been  a  univenal  favourite  since  its  first  appearance,  in  l&Vi. 
The  smaller  poems  in  this  volume  are  marked  by  that  chasteness  and 
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iimplicily  which  invsriably  chancterize  Mrs.  Hale's  writings;  while 
Iron,  and  a  few  others,  display  much  strength  of  expreesion,  and 
originality  of  thoughL  In  all,  there  is  eome  good  lesson  incut- 
cited;  showmg  a  liealthineas  of  sentiment,  nnd  a  soundness  of 
heart,  tnorc  valuable  tlinn  the  most  brilliant  tuiagination.  Harry 
(jiiy,  a  Story  nf  the  Sea,  has  recently  appeared  frotn  her  peii. 
It  IS  a  poem  printed  in  pamphlet  form,  and  was  written  with  the  kind 
intention  (which  we  trust  will  be  fully  realized)  of  doing  Eomelhing  in 
the  cBuae  of  the  much' neglected  sailor,  "making  his  condition  belter 
understuol,  his  character  more  highly  appreciuti'd."  This  is  another 
proof  tlmt  in  all  Ihe  eSbrts  of  her  industrious  mind,  Ihe  chief  object  in 
view  is  uscfulnesii  the  main-spring,  benevolence. 


Prmh  ihatl  ipring;  om  of  the  ennh."— Psitm,  l> 

As,  in  lonely  thought,  I  ponderM 
Od  the  marv'lous  things  o(  earliii 

And,  in  fancy's  dreaming,  wonder'd 
At  iheir  beauty,  power,  and  worth. 
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And  the  Anak  oaks  bow'd  lotrly. 
Quivering,  aspen-like,  with  fear — 

While  the  deep  response  came  slowly. 
Or  it  must  have  cnish'd  mine  ear ! 

« Iron  •   Iron  !   Iron !" —  crashing, 

like  the  batlle-axe  and  shield; 
Or  the  sword  on  helmet  clashing, 

Through  a  bloody  battle-field-. 
"Iron!    Iron!    Iron!" — rolling, 

like  ihe  far-off  cannon's  boom ; 
Or  the  death-knell,  slowly  tolling. 

Through  a  dungeon's  chamel  gloom! 
t^Iron!    Iron'   Iron!"— swinging, 

Like  the  summer  winds  at  play ; 
Or  as  bells  of  Time  were  ringing 

In  the  blest  Millennial  Day! 

Then  the  clouds  of  ancient  fable 

Clear'd  away  before  mine  eyes; 
Tniili  could  tread  a  footing  stable, 

O'er  the  gulf  of  mysteries ! 
Words,  the  prophet  bards  had  uticr'd, 

Signs,  the  oracle  foretold, 
Spells,  the  weitd-like  Sibyl  miilter'd. 

Through  the  twilight  days  of  old, 
Rightly  read,  beneath  the  splendour, 

Shining  now  on  history's  page, 
AH  their  faithful  witness  render  — 

All  portend  a  better  age. 

Sisyphus,  for  ever  lolling, 

Was  the  type  of  toiling  men. 

While  the  stone  of  power,  recoiling, 
Cnish'd  them  back  to  earth  again! 
11' 
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Sir-rn  Prometheus,  bound  and  bleeding, 

Imaged  man  in  menial  chain, 
While  the  Tuliiires,  on  him  feeding, 

Were   ihe  pasBions'  veneefui  reign ; 
Still  a  ray  of  mercy  tarried 

On  the  cloud,  a  while-winged  dove, 
For  this  mystic  faith  had  married 

Vulcan  lo  the  Queen  of  lovej 

Rugged  strength  and  radiant  beauty  — 

These   were  one   in  nature's  plan  ; 
Ilumhie  toil  and  heavenward  duty  — 

These  will  form  the  perfect  man ! 
Darkly  was  this  doctrine  laughi  us 

By  the  gods  of  heaihenilom ; 
But  the  living  light  was  brought  us, 

When  the  gospel  morn  had  come .' 
How  the  glorious  change,  expected, 

Could  be  wrought,  was  then  made  free; 
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Iron,  slave  of  war  no  longer, 

Leads  the  onward  march  of  peace ; 
Still  new  modea  of  aervice  finding, 

Ocean,  earth,  and  air  it  moves. 
And  the  distant  nations  binding, 

Like  the  kindred  tie  it  proves; 
With  its  Atlas-shoulder  sharing 

Loads  of  human  toil  and  care; 
On  its  wing  irf  lightning  bearing 

Thought's  swift  mission  through  (he  aii 

Ab  the  rirers,  farthest  flowing, 

In  the  highest  hills  have  birth; 
As  the  banyan,  broadest  growing, 

Oflenest  bows  its  head  to  earth, — 
So  the  noblest  minds  press  onward. 

Channels  far  of  good  to  trace ; 
So  the  largest  hearts  bend  downward. 

Circling  all  the  human  race; 
Thus,  by  Iron's  aid,  pursuing 

Through  the  earth  their  plans  of  love. 
Men  our  Father's  will  are  doing, 

Here,  as  angels  do  above. 


We  all  are  children  in  our  strife  to  seize 
Each  petty  pleasure,  as  it  lures  the  sight : 

And  like  the  tall  tree,  swaying  in  the  breeze. 
Our  lofty  wishes  sloop  thctr  towering  flight, 

Till,  when  the  aim  is  won,  it  eeems  no  more 

Than  gathered  shell  from  ocean's  countless  store. 

Or,  like  the  boy,  whose  eager  hand  is  raised 
To  seize  the  shining  fly  that  folds  its  wings. 

We  grasp  the  pleasure,  and  then  stand  amnzed 
To  find  how  small  the  real  good  it  brings! 
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Stern  Prometheus,  bound  and  bleeding, 

]nia^e<l  ntan  in  mental  eh&in, 
Wliile  ihc  vultureB,  on  him  feeding, 

Were  the  passions'  vengeful  reign; 
Still  a  ray  of  mercy  tarried 

On  the  cloud,  a  white-wingeil  dove. 
For  this  inyslir  failh  had  married 

Viikan  to  the  Queen  of  lovej 

Rugged  slrengtli  and  radiant  beauty  — 

These  were  one  in  nature's  plan; 
Humble  toil  and  heavenward  dnty^ 

These  will  form  ihe  perfect  man  I 
Darkly  was  this  doctrine  taught  <m 

By  the  goda  of  heathendom  ; 
Bui  ilie  living  light  was  brought  us. 

When  the  gospel  morn  had  come! 
llow  the  glorious  change,  exjjected, 

Could  bo  wrought,  was  then  made  free; 
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boa,  abre  of  war  nn  loiu;er, 

Leads  the  onward  march  of  peace ; 
Still  new  modes  of  service  finding, 

Ocean,  earth,  and  air  it  mores, 
And  the  distant  nations  binding. 

Like  the  kindred  tie  it  proves; 
With  its  Atlas^houlder  shoring 

Loads  of  human  toil  and  care; 
On  its  wing  of  lightning  bearing 

Thought's  swift  mission  through  the  air! 

As  the  rivers,  farthest  flowing, 

In  the  highest  hills  have  birth; 
As  the  banyan,  broadest  growing, 

OAenest  bows  lis  head  to  earth, — 
So  the  noblest  minds  press  onward. 

Channels  far  of  good  to  trace ; 
So  the  largest  hearts  bend  downward, 

Circling  all  the  human  race; 
Thus,  by  Iron's  aid,  pursuing 

Through  the  earth  their  plans  of  love, 
Men  our  Father's  will  are  doing, 

Here,  as  angels  do  above. 

THE    CHASE    OP    rLEASURB. 

We  all  are  children  in  our  strife  to  seize 
Each  petty  pleasure,  as  it  lures  the  sight: 

And  like  ihe  lall  tree,  swaying  in  the  breeze. 
Our  lofiy  wishes  stoop  their  lowering  flight. 

Till,  when  the  aim  is  won,  it  seems  no  more 

Than  gather'd  shell  from  ocean's  countless  store. 

Or,  like  the  boy,  whose  eager  hand  is  raised 
To  seize  the  shining  fly  that  folds  its  wings. 

We  grasp  the  pleasure,  and  then  stand  amazed 
To  find  how  small  the  real  good  it  brings! 
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The  joy  is  in  the  ehaae— 
W)icn  seized,  then  he  mm 


to  findii  the  boy  — 
lose  it,  or  destroy. 


And  yet  the  child  will  have  enjoyment  true, 
The  Bweel  and  simple  pleasure  of  success ; 

He  reasons  not,  as  older  minds  would  do, 
How  he  flholl  show  the  world  his  happiness: 

And,  wiser  than  the  crowds  who  seek  display, 

His  own  glad  earnest  purpose  makes  him  gay. 

And  ever  those  who  would  enjoyment  gain, 
Must  find  it  in  the  purpose  ihey  pursue ; 

The  sling  of  falsehood  loses  half  ils  pnin 
If  our  own  soul  bear  witness — we  are  true! 

What  matter  though  the  scorn  of  foole  be  given, 

If  ihe  path  followed  lead  us  on  to  heaven ! 
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A  little  four-hmtd  ehxer.  gnta 
As  roba  that  gnce  the  (airr  queen. 
And  iresh  as  hopes  of  early  yoath. 
When  lire  is  lore,  and  lore  is  tniih; 
—  A  talisman  of  coonant  lore, 
This  hiunble  clorer  *aie  will  prore! 

And  oa  her  heart,  thai  gentle  nvid 

The  aever'd  leaves  has  pressed, 
Which  throngh  the  coming  night's  daik  shade 

B^ieath  her  cheek  will  rest ; 
Then  precious  dieama  of  one  will  rise, 
Like  Lovers  otfn  star  in  moroing  skies, 
So  sweetly  bright,  we  would  ihe  day 
His  glowing  chariot  miffht  delay ;  — 
What  tome»  of  pure  and  tender  thought 
Those  simple  leaves  to  her  have  taught! 

or  old    the  sacred  mistletoe 

The  Druid's  altar  bound; 
The  Roman  hero's  haughty  brow 

The  Tadele^  laurel  crown'd- 
Dark  Buperstition's  sway  is  past, 
And  war's  red  star  is  waning  fast, 
Nor  mistletoe,  nor  laurel  hold 
The  mystic  language  breathed  of  old  \ 
For  nature's  life  no  power  can  give, 
To  hid  the  fiilse  and  selfish  live. 

But  still  the  olive-leaf  imparts, 

As  when,  dove-^ome,  at  first, 
It  taught  heaven's  lore  to  human  hearts, 

Its  hope,  and  joy,  and  trust ; 
Nor  deem  the  iaitli  from  folly  springs, 
Which  innocent  enjoyment  brings; 
Belter  from  earth  root  every  flower, 
Than  crush  imagination's  power, 


The  joy  is  in  the  chase — so  finds  the  boy  — 
When  seized,  then  he  must  lose  it,  or  destroy. 


And  ye 
The 


His 


the  child  will  have  enjoymenl  true, 
>weel  and  simple  pleasure  of  success ; 
Dtis  not,  OS   older  minds  would  do, 
he  shall  show  the  world  tiis  happiness 
ser  than  the  crowds  who  seek  display, 
1  glad  earnest  purpose  makes  him  gay. 


And  ever  those  who  would  enjoyment  gain, 
Must  (ind  ii  in  the  purpose  (hey  pursue ; 

The  ating  of  foUehood  loses  half  its  pain 

If  our  own  soul  bear  witness — we  are  true! 

What  matter  though  the  icom  of  fools  lie  given, 

If  tlie  path  followed  lead  us  on  to  heaven! 
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A  little  four-leaetd  clover,  green 
As  robes  lh«t  grace  the  fairy  queen. 
And  fresh  as  hopes  of  early  youth, 
When  life  is  tore,  and  love  is  trnlh; 
—  A  talisoHUi  of  ccHuiant  love, 
This  humble  clover  sure  will  prove! 

And  on  her  heart,  that  gentle  inaid 

The  sever'd  leaves  has  press'd, 
Which  through  the  coming  night's  dark  shade 

Beneath  her  cheek  will  rest  j 
Then  precious  dreams  of  one  will  rise, 
,Like  Love's  otfn  star  in  morning  skies. 
So  sweetly  bright,  ne  would  the  day 
His  glowing  rhHriol  might  delay;  — 
What  tome^  of  pure  and  tender  thought 
Those  simple  leaves  to  her  have  taught! 

Of  old    the  sacred  mistletoe 

The  Druid's  altar  bound; 
The  Roman  hero's  haughty  brow 

The  fadeleM  laurel  crown'd. 
Dark  superstition's  sway  is  past. 
And  war's  red  star  is  waning  fast, 
Nor  misileioe,  nor  laurel  hold 
The  mystic  language  breathed  of  old ; 
For  nature's  life  no  power  can  give. 
To  bid  the  felse  and  selfish  live. 

But  siill  the  olive-leaf  imparts, 

As  when,  dove-borne,  at  first. 
It  taught  heaven's  lore  to  human  hearts, 

lis  hope,  and  joy,  and  trust ; 
Nor  deem  the  ftith  from  folly  springs, 
Which  innocent  enjoyment  brings; 
Better  from  earth  root  every  flower, 
Than  crush  imagination's  power. 
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In  true  and  loving  minds,  to  raise 
An  Eden  for  llieir  coining  daya. 

As  on  each  rock,  where  plants  can  cling, 

The  sunshine  will  be  shed ; 
As  from  the  tiniest  stai-lit  spring, 

The  ocean's  depths  arc  fed; 
Thus  liopes  will  rise,  if  love's  clear  ray 
Keep  warm  and  bright  life's  rock-strewn  way ; 
And  from  gmall,  daily  joys,  disiill'd, 
The  heart's  deep  fount  of  peace  is  fiU'd ;  — 
Oh !   blest  when  Fancy's  ray  is  given, 
Like  the  ethereal  spark,  from  heaven ! 


VATCHER. 


Tuc  night  was  dark  and  fearful, 

The  blast  swept  wailing  by ; 
A  Walcher,  pale  and  tearful, 
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And  mnry  Teet  are  dancing — 

They  heed  nol  morning  there; 
Oh!  young  and  lorely  creature*, 

One  lamp,  from  out  your  slore, 
Would  give  that  poor  boy'a  features 

To  her  fond  gaze  once  more. 

The  moming  san  is  shining- 
She  heedeth  not  its  ray; 

Beside  her  dead,  reclining, 
That  pate,  dead  mother  lay! 

A  mnile  her  lip  was  wreathing, 
A  smQe  of  hope  and  love. 

As  though  she  still  were  breathing— 
"There's  light  for  us  above!" 


I  sma  TO  BiM. 

I  SI50  to  Mm  I     I  dream  he  hears 

The  song  he  used  to  love. 
And  oft  that  blessed  fancy  cheers 

And  bean  my  thoughts  above. 
Te  say,  'tie  idle  thus  to  dream — 

But  why  believe  it  so? 
It  is  the  spirit's  meteor  gleam, 

To  soothe  the  pang  (tf  woe. 

Love  gives  to  nature's  voice  a  tone 

That  true  hearts  understand, — 
The  sky,  the  earth,  the  forest  lone 

Are  peopled  by  his  wand ; 
Sweet  ftncies  all  our  pulses  thrill 

While  gating  on  a  flower, 
And  from  the  gently  whisp'ring  rill 

Are  heard  the  words  of  power. 


I  breathe  the  dear  and  cherishM  name, 

And  long-toflt  scenes  arise; 
Life's  glowing  landscape  spreads  the  aatne; 

The  same  Hope's  kindling  skies;  — 
The  violet  bank,  the  moss-fringed  seat 

Beneath  the  drooping  tree, 
The  clock  that  chimed  the  hour  to  meet, 

My  buried  lore,  with  thee;  — 

O,  these  are  all  before  me,  when 

In  fancy's  realms  I  rove; 
Why  urge  me  to  the  woHd  agun? 

Why  say  the  ties  of  lore, 
That  death's  cold,  cruet  gnisp  has  riven, 

Unite  no  more  below  ? 
I'll  sing  to  him,  —  for  though  in  heaven. 

He  surely  heeds  my  wo! 
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Her  fiiUier's  smfle  like  ranshiiie  cnie, 

Like  dew  her  mocher'fl  kiat, 
Their  lore  and  goodneai  nnde  her  home, 

Like  hearen,  the  pbee  of  biias. 

Beneath  such  tender  training. 

The  joyous  child  had  sprang. 
Like  one  bright  flower,  in  wild-wood  bower. 

And  gladness  roond  her  flong; 
And  all  who  met  her  UessM  her, 
\  And  turned  again  to  pny. 

That  grief  and  care  might  erer  tptae 

The  haippy  Alice  Raj. 

The  gift  that  made  her  charming 

Was  not  from  Venus  caught; 
Nor  was  it,  Pallas-like,  derived 

From  majesty  of  thought;  — 
Her  healthful  cheek  was  tinged  with  brown, 

Her  hair  without  a  curl; 
But  then  her  eyes  were  loTe4it  stars, 

Her  teeth  as  pure  as  pearL 

And  when  in  merry  laughter 

Her  sweet,  clear  voice  was  heard, 
t  I  It  welPd  from  out  her  happy  heart 

Like  carol  of  a  bird ; 
And  all  who  heard  were  mored  to  smiles, 

As  at  some  mirthful  lay, 
And,  to  the  stranger's  look,  replied  — 

"Tis  that  dear  Alice  Ray« 

,  And  so  she  came,  like  sunbeams 

I  That  bring  the  April  green; 

As  type  of  nature's  royalty. 
They  call'd  her  ^  Woodbum's  Queen  P 
i  12 
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A  awcE^l,  hean-Iifting  cheeriulneaa, 
Like  Bpring-tiiue  of  ihe  year, 

SH^eni'd  ever  on  her  sleps   to  wail, — 
No  wonder  she  was  dear. 


Monarch  of  Ricere  in  the  wide  domain 

Where  Freedom  writes  her  signalure  in  alats, 

And  bids  her  Eagle  bear  the  blazing  scroll 

To  usher  in  the  reiga  of  peace  and  love, 

Thou  mighty  .Mississippi !  —  may  my  song 

Swell  with  ihy  power,  and  though  an  humble  rill, 

Roll,  like  thy  current,  through  the  sea  of  Time, 

Bearing  thy  name,  as  tribute  from  my  soul 

Of  fervent  gratitude  and  holy  praise. 

To  Him  who  pour'd  thy  multitude  of  waves. 
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Thai  veil  the  vaien  with  a  vestal's  care; — 
And  few  of  human  fonn  have  ventured  there, 
Save  the  swart  savage  in  his  bark  canoe. 

But  DOW  it  deepens,  atni^les,  rushes  on; 
Like  goa'led  war-horse,  bounding  o'er  the  foe, 
II  clears  the  rocks  it  may  not  spurn  aside, 
Leaping,  as  Gurtius  leap'd  adowu  the  gulf. 
And  rising,  like  Antwus  from  the  lall, 
Ita  course  majestic  through  the  Land  pursues, 
And  the  broad  Hirer  o'er  the  Valley  reigns! 

It  reigns  alone.     The  tributary  streams 
Are  humble  vaasale,  yielding  to  its  sway. 
And  when  the  wild  Missouri  fain  would  join 
A  rival  in  the  race  —  aa  Jacob  seized 
On  his  red  brother's  birth-right,  even  so 
The  swelling  Mississippi  grasps  that  wave. 
And,  rebaptizing,  makes  the  waters  one. 

It  reigns  alone — and  Earth  the  sceptre  feels  :^ 
Her  ancient  trees  are  bow'd  beneath  the  wave. 
Or,  rent  like  reeds  before  the  whirlwind's  swoop, 
Toss  on  Uie  bosom  of  the  madden'd  flood, 
A  floating  forest,  till  the  waters,  calm'd, 
Like  slumbering  anaconda  goi^ed  with  prey, 
Open  a  haren  to  the  moving  mass. 
Or  form  an  island  in  the  dark  abyss. 

It  reigns  alone.    Old  Nile  would  ne'er  bedew 
The  Lands  it  blesses  with  its  fertile  tide. 
Even  sacred  Ganges,  joined  with  Egypt's  flood, 
Would  shrink  beside  this  wonder  of  the  West! 
Ay,  gather  Europe's  royal  Rivers  all  — 
The  snow-swell'd  Neva,  with  an  Empire's  weight 
On  her  broad  breast,  she  yet  may  overwhelm; 
Dark  Danube,  hurrying,  as  by  foe  pursued, 
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Through  sha^^  fotesU  ftnd  from  palace  walls, 

To  hide  ita  tenors  in  a  aea  of  gloom ; 

The  castled  Bhine,  whose  viDe-crown'd  waters  flow, 

The  founl  of  table  and  the  source  of  song ; , 

The  rushing  Rhone,  in  whose  cerulean  depths 

The  loving  sky  seems  wedded  with  the  wave ; 

I'he  yellow  Tiber,  choked  with  Roman  spoils, 

A  dying  miser  shrinking  ''nealli  his  gold  ; 

And  Seine,  where  F'ashton  glasses  fairest  forms; 

And  Thames,  that  bca.rs  the  riches  of  the  world ; 

Gather  their  waters  in  one  ocean  moss, 

—  Our  Mississippi,  rolling  proudly  on, 

Would  sweep  them  from  its  path,  or  swallow  up, 

Like  Aaron's  rod,  thesie  streams  of  fame  and  song  '■ 
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And  ye,  whoae  way  is  on  this  wBnior  wave, 
When  ihe  swoln  waters  heare  with  ocean's  might. 
And  slorms  and  darkness  close  the  gate  of  heaven, 
And  Ihe  frail  bark,  Gre-driven,  bounds  quivering  on. 
As  though  it  rent  the  iron  shroud  of  night. 
And  struggled  with  the  demons  of  the  flood — ' 
Fear  nothing!    He  who  shields  the  folded  flower, 
When  tempests  rage,  is  ever  present  here. 
Lean  on  "Our  Father's"  breast  in  &ith  and  prayer, 
And  Sleep,  —  His  arm  of  love  is  strong  to  save. 

Great  Source  of  Being,  Beauty,  Light  and  Love! 
Creator!  Lord!  the  waters  worship  thee! 
Ere  thy  creative  smile  had  sown  the  flowers; 
Ere  the  glad  hills  leap'd  upward,  or  the  earth, 
With  swelling  boBom,  wailed  for  her  child; 
Before  eternal  Love  had  lit  the  sun, 
(^  Time  had  traced  his  dial-plate  in  stars, 
The  joyful  anthem  of  the  waters  flowed; — 
And  Chaos  like  a  frighten'd  felon  fled. 
While  on  the  Deep  the  Holy  Spirit  moved. 

And  evermore  the  Deep  has  worshipp'd  God ; 
And  Bards  and  Prophets  tune  their  mystic  lyres. 
While  liEiening  to  the  music  of  the  floods. 
Oh !  could  I  catch  this  harmony  of  sounds, 
As  home  on  dewy  wings  they  float  to  heaven. 
And  blend  their  meaning  with  my  closing  strain! 

Hart!  as  a  reed-haip  thrill'd  by  whispering  winds, 
Or  Naiad  murmurs  from  a  pearl-lipp'd  shell, 
It  comes — the  melody  of  many  waves! 
And  loud,  with  Freedom's  world-awaking  note, 
The  deep-toned  Mississippi  leads  the  choir. 
—  The  pure  sweet  Fountains  chant  of  heavenly  hope; 
The  chorus  of  the  Rills  is  household  lore ; 
12» 
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The  Rivera  roll  their  song  of  eocial  joy; 

And  Ocean's  oq^n  voice  is  sounding;  forth 

The  Hymn  of  Universal  Brotherhood  I 


Out  on  the  wisdom  frozen 

By  ice-cold  doubts  and  feare! 
Why  should  life's  path  be  chosen 

Through  sorrow's  vale  of  tears  f 
A  child,  how  I  detested 

The  "  ifs"  and  "  buls"  to  hear, 
When,  with  Hope's  charm  invested. 

Some  promised  joy  was  near: 
Still  in  my  heart  is  shining 

The  light  divine,  which  lends 
E^ch  cloud  a  silver  lining. 
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There'f  not  ■  life  but  bringeth 

Ila  store  of  hannlcM  mirth  — 
The  dasly  way-cide  clover 

Hu  honey  in  its  cells, 
The  wild  bee,  humming  orer, 

Her  tale  of  pleasure  tells ; 
The  osiers,  o'er  the  fountain, 

Keep  cool  the  water's  breast,         ^ 
And  on  the  roughest  mountain 

The  soAest  moss  is  pressM. 

Thus  holy  Wisdom  leaches 

The  worth  of  blessings  small, 
That  Lore  pervudes,  and  reaches. 

And  forms  the  bliss  of  all ; 
The  trusting  eye,  joy-seeking, 

Some  Eden  finds  or  makes. 
The  glad  voice,  kindly  speaking, 

Some  kindred  tone  awakes : 
Nor  need  we  power  or  splendour} 

Wide  hall  or  lordly  dome; 
The  good,  the  true,  the  leader. 

These  foim  the  wealth  of  home. 

The  pilgrim  swallow  cometh 

To  her  forsaken  nest — 
So  must  the  heart  that  roameth 

Return,  to  find  its  rest, 
Where  Love  sheds  summer's  lustre, — 

And  wheresoe'er  'tis  found. 
There  sweetest  flowers  will  cluster, 

And  dearest  joys  abound ; 
Thus  Heaven  to  all  doth  render 

The  prize  of  happiness ; 
The  good,  the  true,  the  lender, 

Earth's  lowliest  lot  may  bless. 


JOSEPH  A 


Te  may  place  the  trusty  guard, 
Bolt  the  dark  and  narrow  room, 
Bind  ihe  heavy  felter  hard. 
Till  the  links  the  fleeh  consume; 
Never,  never,  thus  confined. 
Will  enslaved  ihe  prisoner  be  — 
There 's  no  felter  on  his  mind ; 
And  the  spirit  will  be  free, — 
If  slern  memory's  thrilling  tone 
Wake  no  terrors  in  his  heart  i 
In  the  vision'd  future,  shown, 
If  he  &cl  the  lofty  part. 
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Ye  may  crown  the  coitqaeror  ibcre, 
With  the  taarela  of  the  bnre ; 
*Mid  the  hoaoun  je  prepan. 
He  shall  feel  himaelT  a  tlave, — 
IT  ambitioa  mle  hi*  thought. 
And  the  highest  [Jace  he  ask, 
AU  the  labours  he  has  witm^l 
Are  bat  Mottige*  to  hi*  task. 

Te  may  twine  the  Utiii^  floweia 

Where  the  liring  fonntaim  glide, 

And  beoealh  the  rosy  bower* 

Let  the  selfish  man  abide, 

And  the  birds  upon  the  wing. 

And  the  barks  upon  the  ware, 

Shall  no  sense  of  freedom  bring; 

All  is  slavery  to  the  slave! 

ftlammon's  clo3e4inkM  bonds  have  bonnd  bti 

Self-imposed,  and  seldom  burst ; 

Though  heaven's  waters  gush  around  him. 

He  would  pine  with  earth's  poor  thirst. 

THE    TWO    MIIDC.VS. 

OxE  came  with  light  and  laughing  air, 
And  cheek  like  opening  blossom, 

Bright  gems  were  twined  amid  her  hair, 
And  glitier'd  on  her  bosom, 

And  pearls  and  costly  diamonds  deck 

Her  round  white  anna  and  lovely  neck. 

Like  summer's  sky,  with  stars  bedight, 
The  jewell'd  robe  around  her, 

And  dazzling  as  the  noon-tide  light 
The  radiant  zone  that  bound  her, — 

And  pride  and  joy  were  in  her  eye, 

And  mortals  bow'd  as  she  paas'd  by. 
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Anoilier  ranie  —  o'er  lier  9we»?i  face 
A  pensive  shade  was  stealing  j 

Tel  iliere  no  grief  of  earth  we  traco, 
But  heavcn-hallow'd  feeling, 

Which  mourns  [he  heart  should  ever  stray 

From  the  pure  fount  of  Truth  away. 

Around  her  brow,  as  Biiow-drop  fair, 

The  glossy  tresses  cluster, 
Nor  pearl,  nor  ornament  was  there, 

Save  the  meek  spirit's  lustre ;  — 
And  faith  and  hope  beam'd  in  her  eye, 
And  angels  bowM  as  she  passM  by. 


IS     CHIITA     OUK    HKIOBBODR? 

nid,  Which  wne  neighboui  unto  him  IliU  Ml  nmong  ihe 
.d  lie  sBid,  He  tliat  iliowed  mercy  on  him.  Then  taid 
1,  Go  and  do  Ihou  likewise. — St.  Lukt. 
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Oh!  when  thoae  natioDS  periab'd, 

No  Ssnonr's  luune  wu  known, 
Ko  brother'B  love  was  cherishM  — 

No  ChriMiui  kindnen  shown; 
Now,  Where's  the  heart  so  frozen 

But  feels  the  Gospel  nyf 
And  we,  as  Freedom's  chosen, 

Should  lead  in  Mercy's  way. 

At  gentle  dews,  distilling, 

Cause  wither'd  plants  to  live, 
So  Love,  her  work  fulfilling, 

Her  alms  and  prayera  must  give; 
Till  China's  millions,  bteaking 

From  sin's  dark  bonds,  arise, 
like  death  to  life  swaking, 

When  Christ  descends  the  skies! 

As  early  flowers,  upspringing, 

Proclaim  the  opening  year. 
So  love  and  hope  are  bringing 

The  day  of  promise  near;^ 
Each  tear  by  pity  given, 

Each  mite  in  faith  bestow'd, 
Hakes  earth  more  like  to  heaven, 

Where  all  is  done  for  God. 

THE     POWBR     OF     HD8IC. 

When  Orpbetis  struck  his  hnming  lyre, 

Mute  Nature  caught  creative  fire, 

Rough  stones  obey'd  the  swelling  sound, 

In  mystic  measure  moved  around. 

Till,  poliah'd  by  the  harmony, 

The  finiah'd  structure,  grand  and  free, 

Rose  like  the  siar  that  heralds  day, 

To  show  Man's  Hind  its  work  and  way  I 
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The  sword  may  eevet  slsvery's  chain, 
The  strong  arm  crush  the  tyrant's  reign, 
As  lightning  from  the  lurid  sky 
Slialtera  and  scathes  the  Temple  high ;  — 
But  't  is  tlie  sweet-voiecd  Spring  that  calls 
The  ivy  o'er  the  broken  walls, 
And  gently  swaying  in  the  blasts, 
The  [nple  plant  tlie  Pile  oultasts. 

And  thus  the  power  of  Music's  breath 
Re-clothes  the  wastes  of  Time  and  Death. 
The  "  blind  old  man"  begins  his  strain. 
And  Greece  is  "living  Greece"  again! 
The  Soiigs  that  flow'd  on  Zion's  Hill 
Are  chanted  in  God's  Temple  still. 
And  to  the  eye  of  faitb  unfold 
The  glories  of  His  House  of  .old! 
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And  every  Temple  An  has  rear''d 

Some  truth  has  taught,  some  error  clear'tJ ; 

But  only  Music's  voice  leaJs  on, 

When  Time  is  o'er  and  Heaven  is  'won; 

The  Angel-Arl  lo  mortals  taught  — 

The  golden  chord  of  human  thought, 

When  pure,  and  tuned  by  Fuith  and  Love, 

Liok'd  with  the  golden  harps  above ! 


"  It  snows r'  cries  ihe  School-boy  —  "hurrah!"  and  his  shi 

Is  rin^ng  through  parlour  and  hall, 
While  swift,  as  the  wing  of  a  swallow,  he's  out, 

And  his  playmates  have  answer'd  his  call : 
It  makes  the  heart  leap  but  to  witness  their  joy ; 

Proud  wealth  has  no  pleasures,  1  trow, 
Like  the  npture  that  throbs  in  the  pulse  of  the  boy. 

As  he  gathers  his  treasures  of  snow. 
Then  lay  not  the  trappings  of  gold  on  thine  heirs. 
While  health  and  the  riches  of  Nature  are  theirs. 

"It  snowsP  sighs  the  Imbecile — ".Ah!"  and  his  breath 

Comes  heavy,  as  cloggM  with  a  weight ; 
While  from  the  pale  aspect  of  Nature  in  death, 

He  turns  to  the  blaze  of  his  grate; 
And  nearer,  and  nearer,  his  soft  cushion'd  chair 

Is  wheel'd  toward  the  life-giving  flame — 
He  dreads  a  chill  pulT  of  ihe  snow-burden'd  air, 

Lest  it  wither  his  delic-ate  frame : 
Oh!  small  is  the  pleasure  existence  can  give. 
When  the  fear  we  shall  die  only  proves  that  we  live! 

"It  snows!"  cries  the  Traveller — "Ho!"  and  the  word 
Ilaa  qutcken'd  his  steed's  lading  pace; 
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The  wind  rushes  hy,  but  its  howl  is  unheard, 

Unfelt  ihe  sharp  drift  in  his  face; 
For  brijjht  through  the  tempest  his  own  home  appearM  — 

Ay,  though  leagues  intervened,  he  can  see; 
There 's  the  clear,  glowing  hearth,  and  the  table  prepared, 

And  his  wife  with  their  babes  at  her  knee. 
Bk'st  thought!  how  it  lightens  the  grieT-laden  hour, 
Tliui  those  we  love  dearest  are  safe  from  ils  power. 

"It  aii<nv8!"cries  the  Belle — "Dear,  how  lucky!"  and  turn 
From  her  mirror  to  watch  the  flakes  fall ; 

Like  the  first  rose  of  summer,  her  dimjileil  cheek  bums, 

While  musing  on  sleigh-riile  and   ball: 
There  are  visions  of  conquests,  of  splendour,  and  mirth, 

Floating  over  each  drear  winter's  day; 
But  the  timings  of  Hope,  on   this  snow-beaten  earth. 

Will  melt,  like   the  snow-llakes, 

■  maiden,  for 
That  world  lias  a  pure  fount  t 


HARIA  JAMES 


Wju  bom  in  Wales,  about  the  jear  1795,  and  accompanied  her  parenta 
to  tbif  country  when  ibe  woa  leven  years  oM.  Tbey  were  a  poor  bot 
pious  and  induiitrioaa  couple,  and  took  paint  to  implant  in  Maria'i  miod 
that  fear  of  God  and  love  to  man,  which  made  her  the  coiwcienlkiiia, 
modest,  and  trustworthy  person  she  really  was.  "Hiey  settled  near  the 
itate  quarries  of  Clioloa,  New  York,  which  were  worked  chiefly  by  Welah 
people.  After  two  years  orachoottn^,  Slaria  entered  the  6mily  of  Mrs. 
GarretEon,  of  Rhinebeck,  (widow  of  the  late  Rev.  Freeborn  Garrelson, 
and  sister  to  the  Hon.  Edward  Livingston,)  to  be  trained  as  a  dornettic, 
where  she  had  many  opportunities  of  improving  herself,  and  was  treated 
with  the  utmost  kindness  and  attention.  Here  she  first  attempted  tu  give 
eipression  to  the  poetical  thoughts  that  were  awakened  within;  but 
shrank  with  instinctive  modesty  from  the  name  of  poet,  which  was 
bestowed  on  her  by  the  family.  She  remained  until  her  seventeenth 
year  with  Mrs.  Garretson,  when  she  was  sent  to  New  York,  to  learn 
dress-making.  This  did  not  agree  with  her,  however;  so  she  sought 
and  filled  for  some  time  the  situation  of  nurse  in  the  family  of  Cle< 
ment  C.  .Moore,  LL.D.,of  New  York.  After  an  absence  of  eight  or  nine 
years,  she  returned  to  Rhinebeck,  and  proved  "  the  dignity  of  serving" 
by  her  &ithrulncss  and  quiet  zeal  in  the  lamilyof  her  beloved  mistren. 
Her  lasite  lor  intellectual  pleasures  never  interfered  with  or  spoiled  the 
performance  of  her  humble  domestic  duties;  but  while  occupied  in  her 
daily  housework,  she  composed  her  best  pieces,  though  weeks  would 
sometimes  elapse  before  she  committed  them  to  paper.  Nearly  all  have 
been  collected  into  a  volume,  called  Water  and  olhrr  PimoM,  which 
was  published  in  1839,  with  an  able  introduction  by  Dr.  Potter;  who 
says,  "Some  of  these  pieces  will  be  found,  I  trust,  to  breathe  the  true 
spirit  of  poetry;  none  will  question  that  they  breathe  a  yet  nobler 
spirit,  the  spirit  of  true  piety."  Maria  James  is  a  striking  illastration 
oTthe  &ct  that  true  genius,  refinement,  and  real  worth,  are  often  found 
in  slatioas  where  we  least  expect  thenv 

(HI) 
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THE     TWILIGHT     HOUR. 


The  hues  of  parting'  day 

Are  fading  in  the  west, 

And  now  the  twilight  gray 


A  wdcome  pause,  a  moment  giv<?n 

To  lift  tlie  thoughts  from  earih  lo  heaven. 


Now  memory  wakes  the  grief, 
The  joys  long,  long  gone  by; 

Nor  heeds  ihe  rustling  leaf 
The  breeze's  gentle  sigh : 

Dreams  of  the  past,  that  come  with  power, 

To  haunt  us  at  the  twilight  hour. 
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Shepherds  on  Judea's  plaia, 
Heard  ye  not  the  blissful  strain, 
Whea  ihe  messengers  of  light 
Broke  the  silence  of  the  night  ? 

Babe  of  BethUem,  lowly  laid ! 
Angels  hover  round  thy  bed, 
Pausing  o'er  the  tuneful  lyre, 
As  Uiey  wonder  and  admire. 

Hope  of  Israel !  welcome  thou ! 
Every  tribe  to  thee  shall  bow, 
Every  tongue  thy  right  proclaim. 
Every  land  adore  thy  name. 

Prince  of  Peace!  thy  reign  shall  be 
Wide  as  earth  from  sea  to  sea; 
Where  is  now  nor  love  nor  fear, 
There  thy  glorious  standard  rear. 

Where  the  western  wiUls  have  lain. 
Ages  bound  in  error's  chain. 
There,  thy  saving  power  they  prove, 
There,  they  chaunt  redeeming  love. 

Ethiopia's  vail  is  riven ; 
Lo,  she  lifts  her  hands  to  heaven ! 
.  See  her  raise  the  imploring  eye ! 
Hear  her  sable  of&pring  cry :  — 

''Pour,  oh  pour  the  matchless  strain, 
Sounded  once  on  Judah's  plain! 
Sweetest  song  since  time  began : 
'Peace  on  earth, — good-will  to  man!' 


The  tcene  ia  freah  before  lu, 
When  Jesiu  draioM  the  cup, 
Ab  new  the  day  cornea  o'er  lu, 
When  He  was  oSer'd  up: 

The  veil  in  Bunder  rending', 
The  typci  and  shadows  flee, 
While  heaven  and  earth  are  bending 
Their  gaze  on  Calvarj-. 

Should  mortal  dare  in  numbers, 
Where  angets  trembling  stand  ? 
Or  wake  the  harp  that  slumbers 
In  flaming  seraph's  hand  i 

Then  lell  the  wond'roua  story 
Where  rolls  salvation's  ware, 
And  give  him  all  the  glory, 
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A  LAMBCirr  flame  within  the  breaat; 
A  thought  harmoniously  ezpreu'd; 
A  difllant  meteor's  glimmeiiug  ray; 
A  light  that  ofiea  leads  astray; 
A  harp,  whose  ever-Tarying  tone 
Might  waken  to  the  breeze's  moui 
A  lake,  in  whose  transparent  face 
Fair  nature's  lovely  form  we  trace; 
A  blooming  dower,  in  gardens  rare, 
Yet  found  in  deserts  bleak  and  bare; 
A  charm  o'er  every  object  thrown; 
A  bright  creation  of  its  own ; 
A  burst  of  feeling,  warm  and  wild, 
From  nature's  own  impassion'd  child. 


JESSIE  G.  M'CARTEE. 

ALTHOtiau  the  subject  of  this  notice  is  entirely  unknown  to  the  lite- 
nry  world,  never  having  written  ■  book,  or  contributed  to  the  nuga- 
lineaof  the  day, or  imprinted  her  poetry  anywhere  except  in  tlie  hearts 
of  ber  family,  and  now  and  then  in  the  pages  of  ■  country  newspaper; 
jet  we  are  gntilied  by  the  periiiission  so  kiodly  granted  us,  to 
place  her  pure  and  pious  Inys  among  Ihoue  of  the  acknowledged  Amer- 
ican poetesseeL  Mrs.  M'Cartee  is  the  wife  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  M'Cartee, 
af  Goahen,  Orange  county,  N.  Y.,  where  she  has  lived  for  a  number 
of  years,  quietly  and  meekly  fulfilling  her  responsible  duties  aa  a 
minister's  wife,  and  the  mother  of  a  very  lar^  familji.  Her  fiither, 
Mr.  Divie  Bethone,  came  from  Scotland  at  an  early  age,  and  settled 
as  a  merchant  in  New  Yoi'k ;  where  his  active  philanthropy,  and  uno«- 
tentatioua  benevolence,  made  him  known  to  all  claaaeiv  rich  and  poor; 
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while,  in  a  smaller  circle,  be  wbb  held  up  as  a  pattern  of  those  virtues 
and  graces  which  made  him  a  perfect  Christian  gentleman.  He  (li«i 
in  IffM.  Her  mother  ia  a  daughter  of  the  celebrated  Isabella  Graham, 
(whose  name  is  too  univeraally  loved  and  honoured  to  need  a  won)  in 
passing,  pleasant  Ihoufrh  it  would  be  to  render  u  tribute  of  grateful 
reverence  to  her  memory,)  and  is  herself  distioguished  in  the  religious 
world,  for  her  unwearying  energy  and  unfailing  zeal  in  the  cause  of 
GiilTering  hnmanity.  "She  stretchclh  out  her  hand  to  the  poor;  yea, 
she  reachfilli  forth  her  hand  to  the  needy;"  while  multiludtjs  of  orphan 
"  children  rise  up  and  call  her  blessed."  Dr.  Bethuno  of  Philadelphia, 
tlie  poet,  orator,  and  di?ine,  ia  the  only  brother  of  Mrs.  M'Carlee.  She 
has  written  much,  (though  not  for  puhlicatioa.)  having  felt  all  her  life 
the  joy  and  consolation  of  poetry,  and  that  nothing  waa  sweeter  than 
to  sit  in  her  quiet  parsonage,  while  her  fingers  were  busy  with  her 
needle,  and  weave  her  peaceful  thoughts  into  pleasanl  rhymes  or  holy 
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E'en  in  sleep,  his  sports  pursuing, 

Through  the  woodland's  leafy  wild, 

Now  he  roams  a  happy  child, 
Flow'reU  all  his  pathway  strewing ; 

And  the  rooming's  balmy  air 

Brings  to  him  no  toil  or  care. 

How  beautiful  is  sleep! 
Where  youthful  Jacob  slept, 
Angels  their  bright  watch  kept, 
And  visions  to  his  soul  were  given, 
That  led  him  to  the  gate  of  Heaven. 

Exiled  Pilgrim !  many  a  morrow, 

When  thine  earthly  schemes  were  cross'd, 
Mourning  o'er  thy  loved  and  lost. 

Thou  didst  sigh  with  holy  sorrow 
For  tliat  blessed  hour  of  prayer. 
And  exclaim,  God  met  me  there! 

How  blessed  was  that  sleep 
The  sinless  Saviour  knew! 
In  vain  the  storm  winds  blew, 
Till  he  awoke  to  others'  woes, 
And  hush'd  the  billows  lo  repose. 

Why  did  ye  the  master  waken  ? 

Faithless  ones!  there  came  an  hour, 
When,  alone  in  mountain  bower, 

By  his  loved  ones  all  forsaken. 
He  was  left  to  pray  and  weep. 
When  ye  all  were  wrapp'd  in  sleep. 

How  beautiful  is  sleep! 
The  sleep  thai  Christians  know : 
Ye  mourners!  cease  your  woe. 
While  soft  upon   his  Saviour's  breast 
The  Righteous  sinks  to  endless  resL 


JF.  S8IE    O.     MCARTEE, 

Let  him  go!  ihe  day  is  breaking, 
Watch  no  more  aroiiiid  Ills  bed, 
For  his  parled  soul  halli  fled. 

Bright  will  be  his  heavenly  waking! 
And  the  moni  that  greets  hii  sight, 
Never  ends  in  death  or  night 


9,  Gailier  ibe  propit-  toge[li«r,  and  I 
Bang  tliia  Bong,  Spring  up,  O  welh  i 


From  (he  parch'd  bosom  of  the  desert  bursting, 
Spring  forili,  oh  stream,  to  bless  us  on  our  way ; 

Revive  our  fainting  spirits,  cheer  the  thirsting, 
Spring  forth !  and  let  thy  crystal  waters  play. 

Flow  on  rejoicing,  through  the  deep  wilds  wending, 
I'ill  the  green  herb  shall  bloasoin  on  thy  brink. 


.CASTEE. 


BATH     or     UOSB 


Led  by  hii  God,  on  Pisgah'a  height 

The  pilgrim-prophet  stood; 
When  first  fiur  Caoaan  btess'd  bia  sight, 

And  Jordan's  crystal  flood. 

Behiad  him  lay  the  desert  ground 

His  weaiy  feet  had  trod; 
While  Israel's  host  encamp'd  around, 

Still  guarded  by  their  God. 

With  joy  the  aged  Moses  smiled 

Od  all  his  wanderings  past. 
While  thus  he  pour'd  his  accents  mild 

Upon  the  mountain  blast:  — 

"  I  see  them  all  before  me  now, — 
The  city  and  ihe  plain, 
From  where  bri^t  Jordan's  waters  flow, 
To  yonder  boundless  main. 

"Oh!  there,  the  lovely  promised  land 
With  milk  and  honey  flows ; 
Now,  now,  my  weary  murm'ring  band 
Shall  find  their  sweet  repose. 

"There  groves  of  palm  and  myrile  spread 
O'er  valleys  fair  and  wide ; 
The  lofty  cedar  rears  its  head 
On  every  mountain  side. 


"For  them  the  rose  of  Sharon  flings 
Her  fragrance  on  the  gale; 
And  there  the  golden  lily  springs^ 
The  lily  of  the  vale. 


'-  Amid  the  olive's  fruilful  boughs 
la  heard  a  song  of  love, 
For  ihete  doth  biiild  and  breathe  her  ' 
The  gentle  lunle-dove. 

"  For  lliem  shall  bloom  the  elustering  v 

The  fig-tree  shed  her  flowers, 

The  citron's  golden  treasures  shine 

From  out  her  greenest  bowers. 

^  For  them,  for  them,  but  not  for  me, 
Their  rmiia  I  may  not  eat; 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  yon  bright  e 
Shall  lave  my  pilgrim  feet. 

"'Tis  well,  'tis  well,  my  task  is  done, 
Since  Israel's  sons  are  blest; 
Father,  receive  Ihy  dying  one 
To  ihv  eternal  rest!" 
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No  thorny  crown  is  round  ihy  brow, 
No  more  in  anguish  bleeding, 

Angelic  hosts  before  ihee  bow, 
But  not  for  mercy  pleading. 

Thy  blood-boughl  flock  all  safely  real 
Within  thy  fold  in  heaven ; 

Their  happy  souls  for  ever  blest, 
Their  many  sJDS  forgiven. 

All  hail  to  thee!     All  hail  to  th«e! 

Thou  I^mb  enthroned  in  glory, 
We'll  praise  thee  through  eternity. 

And  cast  our  crowns  before  thee! 


MRS.  GRAY 


Is  a  native  of  the  north  of  Treland,  but  came  in  early  youth  to  this 
country.  The  modest  and  beautiful  flower  of  her  poetical  genius, 
(which  might  be  called  s  sensitive  plant,  so  shrinkingly  fearful  it  is  of 
being  brought  into  notice,)  belongs  therefore  lo  America,  tliough  the 
leeds  of  it  were  sown  in  "the  green  isle"  of  her  childhood.  Her  father's 
name  was  William  Lewets;  he  resided  in  Custle-bhyncy,  where  she 
was  bom  about  the  year  1800.  On  her  mother's  side,  she  is  connected 
with  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  a  Major-Geneml  in  thellnnuurable  E^t  India 
Company,  and  otiier  distinguished  oflicera  in  the  Britit^h  army.  On  her 
father's  side,  she  claims  relationship  with  several  of  the  warrior-patriots 
(^  the  American  Revolution.  Her  husband,  Dr.  John  Gray,  is,  and  has 
been  for  more  than  twenty-five  years,  pastor  of  the  first  Presbyterian 
church  in  Easton,  Pennsylvania.  Their  residence  is  situated  among 
the  beautiful  and  romantic  scenes  Ihat  surround  the  "Forks  of  the 
Delaware ;"  scenes  well  calculated  Co  inspire  poetry,  and  foster  devo- 
tknal  feeling  in  those  who  look  "  through  Nature  up  to  Nature's  God." 
14 
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Mr»,  Gray's  elTuBiona  are  nit  of  &  Eerious  cast  Her  Sabbath  Remtn- 
iicfneei  is  a  vivid  and  tnilJiful  picture  of  pereons  nnd  places  embaloied 
in  her  atfectionute  mcmorf.  It  has  been  published  in  an  English 
period icnl,  as  presenting  a  ikvourable  specimen  of  American  poetry. 
We  will  not  IruBt  ountclves  to  speak  the  fcrvcriC  praises  its  heart- 
melting  simplicily  awakes;  but  to  us  it  is  far  more  useful  than  the 
most  learned  and  eloquent  aermon  could  be,  upon  the  fourth  command- 
men!.  Two  hundred  years  ago  kindles  enthusiasm  as  one  reads  it,  for 
it  is  full  of  holy  tire,  and  boa  moreover  a  sound  like  a  lar-reaching 
trumpet,  full  of  exultation  and  triumph.  Mom  was  published,  witlnut 
the  writer's  knowledge,  in  Kngland,  where  it  was  so  highly  appreciated 
as  lo  be  translated  into  other  languages.  James  Montgumery,  of  Shef- 
field, says,  in  a  letter  lf>  Ur.  Gray,  "  The  critics  who  have  mistaken 
the  beautiful  stanzas, '  Morn,' for  mine,  have  done  me  honour^  but  I 
willingly  forego  the  claim,  and  nm  happy  lo  recognise  a  sister-poet  In 
the  writer."  Ad  a  writer  of  strictly  religious  poetry,  Mrs.  Gray  is,  in 
our  estimation,  almost  unrivatled. 
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Oar  morning  sacrifice  thus  made,  ihen  to  the  house  of  God, 
How  solemnly,  and  sileatly,  and  cheeifiilly  we  trod ! 
I  sm  e'en  now  its  low-lhatch'd  roof,  its  floor  of  trodden  clay, 
And  our  old  Pastor's  time-woni  iace,  and  wig  of  silver  gray. 

I  remember,  1  remember,  how  hush'd  and  mute  we  were, 
While    he   led    our   spirits   up   to   God,  in   heartfelt,   melting 

pr«yer ; 
To  grace  his  action  or  his  voice  no  studied  charm  was  lent. 
Pure,  fervent,  glowing  from  the  heart,  so  to  the  heart  il  went 
Then  came    the   sermon    long  and  quaint,  but  full    of  gospel 

truth, — 
Ah  roe!     1  was  no  judge  of  that,  for  I  was  then  a  youth ^ 
But  1  have  heard  my  father  say,  and  well  my  father  knew. 
In  it  was  meat  for  fuU^rown  men,  and  milk  for  children  loo. 

J  remember,  I  remember,  as  'l  were  but  yesterday. 

The  Psalms  in  Rouse's  version  sung,  a  rude  but  lovely  lay; 

Nor  yet,  though  fashion's  hand  has  tried  to  train  my  way- 
ward ear, 

Can  I  find  BUghl  in  modem  verse  so  holy  or  so  dear! 

And  well  do  1  remember  loo  our  old  precentor's  face. 

As  he  read  out  and  sung  the  line  with  patriarchal  grace; 

Though  rudely  rustic  was  the  sound,  I  'm  sure  that  God  was 
praised, 

When  David's  words  to  David's*  tunc,  five  hundred  voices 
raised. 

I  remember,  I  remember,  the  morning  sermon  done. 
And  hour  of  intermission  come,  we  wander'd  in  llie  sun;  — 
How  hoary  farmers  sal  them  down  upon  the  daisy  sod. 
And  talk'd  of  bonnteous  nature's  stores,  and  nature's  bounteous 
Go«]; 

•  St.  Divid'i  WM  one  of  the  few  lune>  used  liy  the  csngregaiion 
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And  matrons  ialk''(],  as  malroiis  will,  o{  sickness  and  of  health, 
Of  birihs,  and  ilcaihs,  and  inarriageB,  of  poverty  and  weahh ; 
Ami  youths  and  maidens  stole  apart,  wiihin  the  shady  grove, 
And  whisper'd  'neath  its  spreading  boughs,  perchance  some 
tale  of  love. 

I  remember,  I  remember,  how  to  the  chureh-yard  lone 

I've   stolen  away,  and   sat  me  down  beside   the   rude   gra»e- 

Or  read  ihe  names  of  tliose  who   slept  beneath  the  rlav-rol<1 

clod, 
And  thouglil  of  spirila  glillering   bright  before  the  throne   of 

God; 
Or  where  the  little  rivulei  danced  sportively  and  bright, 
Kpceiving  on  its  limpid  breast  the  sun's  meridian  light, 
Pve  waiider'd  forth,  and  thought  if  hearts  were  pure  like  this 


llo\ 


)  heaven  they  might  reflect  iieaven's  uncreated  beam. 
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The  worid  haa  grown  much  older  sinre  those  sun-briglit  Sal>> 

bath  days, 
The  worid  hsa  grown  much  older  since,  and  she  has  changed 

her  wa)^; 
Some  say  that  she  has  wUer  grown, —  ah  me!  it  may  be  true, 
As  wisdom  comes  by  length  of  days  —  but  so  does  dotage  too. 

Oh!  happy,  happy  days  of  youth,  how  beautiful,  how  fair. 
To  memory's  letrospeciiTe  eye,  your  trodden  pathways  are! 
The    thorns    forgot,   remember'd    still   the   fragrance    and    the 

flowers, 
The  loved  companions  of  my  youth,  and  sunny  Sabbath  hours ! 
And  onward,  onward,  onward  still  successive  Sabbaths  come, 
As  guides  to  lead  us  on  the  road  to  our  eternal  home, 
Or  like  the  vision'd  ladder  once  to  slumbering  Jacob  given. 
From  beaven  descending  to  the  earth,  led  back  from  earth  to 
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Two  hundred  years,  two  hundred  years,  our  bark  o'er  billowy 

seas, 
Haa    onward  kept  her  steady  course,  through   hurricane  and 

Her  Captain  was  the  mighty  One,  she  braved  the  stormy  foe, 
And  still  He  guides  who  guided  her,  two  hundred  years  ago. 

Her  chart  was  God's  unerring  word,  by  which  her  course  to 

Her  helmsman  was  the  risen  Lord,  a  helper  ever  near; 
Thottgh  many  a  beauteous  boat  has  sunk  the  treacherous  wave 

Tet  onra  is  sotrnd  as  she  was  built,  two  hundred  years  ago. 
14  •  L 


The  wind  that  fill'd  her  swelling  sheet  fTom  mnny  a  point 
has  blown, 

Still  urging  her  unchanging  course  through  shoals  and  break- 
era  on, 

Her  fluttering  pennon  stQl  the  same  whstever  breeze  might 
blow. 

It  poinietl,  as  it  does  to  heaven,  two  hundred  years  ago. 

When  flrst  our  gallant  ship  was  launch'd,  although  her  hands 

Tet  (launlless  wss   each   bosom   found,  and   eveiy  heart   was 

And    sijll,    though   in   her    niighlv    hull    unnumber'd    bosoms 

Her  crew  is  faithful,  as  it  was  two  hundred  years  ago! 

True,  some  have  left  ih'ie  noble  craft,  to  sail  ihe  seas  alone. 
And  made  them  in  their  hour  of  pride  a  vessel  of  iheir  own ; 
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Ah!  maaj  a  maTtjrr's  blood  wu  shed,  w«  msjr  not  Dame 

them  all; 
They  lore  the  peasant  from  his  hut,  the  noble  from  his  hall ; 
Then,  brave  Argyle,  thy  father's  blood  for  faith  did  freely  flow, 
And   pure  the  stream  as  was   the  fount  two    hundred  yean 

ago! 

Tet  onward  still  our  vessel  press'd,  and  weather'd  out  the  gale; 
She  cleared  the  wreck,  and  spliced  the  mast,  and  mended  every 

saU; 
And  swifter,  stauncher,  mightier  far,  upon  b«  cmise  did  go ; 
Strong  hands  and  gallant  hearts  had  she  two  hundred  years 

And  see  ber  now  on  beun^nds  cast,  beneath  a  north-west 

storm. 
Heave  overboard  the  very  bread  to  save  the  ship  from  hann; 
She  rights '.  she  rides !  hark  how  they  cheer,  All  *s  well !  above, 

below! 
She's  tight  as  when  she  left  the  stocks  two  hundred  years 

•go. 

True  to  that  guiding  star  which  led  to  Israel's  cradled  hope. 
Her  steady  needle  pointeth  yet  to  Calvary's  bloody  top! 
Tes,  there  she  floats,  that  good  old  ship,  from  mast   to  keel 

below 
Sea-worthy  still,  as  eiat  she  was   two  hundred  years  ago ! 

ITot  unto  us,  not  unto  us,  be  praise  or  glory  given, 

Bnt  unto  Hun  who  watch  and  ward  hath  kept   for  us  in 

heaven ; 
Who  qnell'd  the  whirlwind  in  its  wrath,  bade  tempests  cease 

to  blow. 
That  God  who  launch'd  our  vessel  forth   two  hundred  years 

•got 
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Then  onward   speed   thee,  brave    old    bark,  speed    onward    in 

thy  pride, 
0''er  sutiny  seas  and  billou's  dark,  Jehovali  still  ihy  guide ; 
And  sacred  bi>  each  plank  and  spar,  unchanged  by  friend  or  (oe. 
Just  as  she  left  Old  Westminsler,  Iwo  hundred  years  ago! 


MoiUT  i>  the  time  to  wake, 

The  eyelids  to  unclose; 
Spring  from  the  arms  of  sleep,  tuid  break 

The  fellers  of  repose ; 
Walk  at  the  dewy  dawn  abroad, 
And  hold  sweet  fellowship  wjih  God. 

Morn  is  ilie  lime  to  pray ; 
How  lovelv  and  hoi 
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Morn  is  the  time  to  love; 

As  tendrils  of  the  vine, 
The  young  afleclinns  fondly  rove 

And  seek  tlieiii  wt)ere  to  twine. 
Around  thyself,  in  thine  embrace, 
Lord,  let  them  find  their  reaiing-placo ! 

Mom  is  the  lime  to  fihine ; 

When  skies  arc  clear  and  blue, 
Beflect  the  rays  of  light  divine, 

As  morning  dew-drops  do; 
Like  early  stars,  be  early  bright, 
And  melt  away  like  ihem,  in  light ! 

Mom  is  the  time  to  weep 
O'er  moroing  hours  misspent; 

Alas!  how  oft  from  peaceful  sleep, 
On  folly  madly  bent, 

We're  left  the  strait  and  narrow  road, 

And  w&nder'd  from  our  guardian  God. 

Mom  is  the  time  to  think, 

While  thoughts  are  fresh  and  free, 
Of  life,  just  balanced  on  the  brink 

Of  vast  eternity ! 
To  ask  our  souls  if  they  are  meet 
To  stand  before  the  judgment-seat. 

Mom  is  the  Ume  to  die; 

Just  at  the  dawn  of  day. 
When  stars  are  fading  in  the  sky. 

To  fade  like  tliem  away ; 
But  lost  in  light  more  brilliant  ftr 
Than  ever  merged  the  morning  star. 
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:tlorn  is  the  lime  [o  rise  — 

The  resuiTcclion  morn ! 
Upspringing  from  the  glorious  Bkies 

On  new-found  pinions  bornci 
To  meet  my  Saviour's  smile  divine; 
Be  such  ecstatic  rising  mine! 


ELIZA  FOLLEN 

Was  boni  ici  Boston,  but  now  reaides  in  Cambridge,  Mnseachusetls. 
She  woB  married  in  September,  1828,  to  Professor  CharlcB  FoUen,  who 
perielied  ill  the  conflagration  ofthestcamer  Lexington,  m  the  winter  uf 
1839.  Her  chief  work  is  the  Memoir  of  her  husband,  published  in  five 
it  several  other  intereating  booka  ii 
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A  bnghtening  look  spreada  round,  that  seeina  to  ny, 

Now  let  the  derkneM  and  the  rain  prevail; 

Ben  all  is  bright!     How  beaulirul  ia  the  sound 

Of  the  descending  rain .'  how  boH  the  wind 

"niroa^  the  wet  bmnchea  of  Uie  drooping  elnui 

But  hark !  br  off,  beyond  the  sheltering  hills, 

b  heatd  the  gathering  tempest's  distant  swell, 

Threatening  the  peaceful  valley  ere  it  comes. 

The  stream,  that  glided  through  its  pebbly  way 

To  its  own  sweet  music,  now  ro&ra  hoarsely  on ; 

The  woods  send  forth  a  deep  and  heavy  sigh; 

The  gentle  south  has  ceased  ;  the  rude  northwest, 

Rejoicing  in  his  strength,  comet  rushing  forth. 

The  rain  is  changed  into  s  driving  sleet. 

And  when  the  titful  wind  a  moment  lulls. 

The  feathery  snow,  almost  inaudible, 

Falls  on  the  window-panes  as  soft  and  still 

As  the  light  brushings  of  an  angel's  wings. 

Or  the  sweet  visitings  of  quiet  thoughts 

'Midst  the  wild  tumult  of  this  stormy  life. 

The  tighlen'd  strings  of  nature's  ceaseless  harp 

Send  forth  a  shrill  and  piercing  melody, 

As  the  full  swell  returns.    The  night  comes  on, 

And  sleep  upon  this  little  worid  of  ours 

Spreads  out  her  sheltering,  healing  wings ;  and  man — 

The  heaven-inspired  soul  of  this  fair  earth. 

The  bold  interpreter  of  nature's  voice. 

Giving  a  language  even  to  the  stars  — 

Unconscious  of  the  throbbings  of  his  heart, 

Is  still;  and  all  unheeded  is  the  storm, 

Save  by  the  wakeful  few  who  love  the  night; 

Those  pure  and  active  spirits  that  are  placed 

As  guards  o'er  wayward  roan ;  they  who  show  forth 

God's  holy  image  on  the  soul  impress'd. 

They  listen  to  the  music  of  the  storm. 
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And  hold  high  converse  with  the  unseen  worl 
They  wake,  and  woteh,  ami  pray,  while  others  s 

The  stonny  night  has  passM;  the  eastern  cl 
Glow  Willi  the  morninsc's  ray ;  but  who  shail 
The  peerless  glories  of  this  wiiiier  day  ? 
Nature  has  put  her  jewels  on ;  one  blaze 
Of  sparkling  light  and  ever-varying  huea 
Bursts  on  the  enraptured  sight. 
The  suialtesi  twig  with  brillianis  hangs  its  hee 
The  graceful  elm  and  all  the  foreal  trees 
Huve  on  a  crystal  coal  of  mail,  and  seem 
All  deck'd  and  trick'd  out  for  a  holi.lay, 
And   every  alone  shines  in  its   wreath   of  gems. 
The  pert,  familiar  robin,  as   he  flies 

And  moves  in  rainbow  light  where'er  he  goes, 
The  universe  looks  glad;  but   words  are  vain. 
To  paint  the   wonders  of  the  splendid  show. 

1 

■ 
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So  ahould  immOTtal  spirits  dwell  below. 
There  is  k  holy  influence  in  the  moon, 
And  in  the  countless  hosts  of  silent  stars, 
The  heart  cannot  resist:  its  passions  sleep. 
And  all  ia  still ;  save  that  which  shall  awake 
When  all  this  nst  and  fair  c 


The  young,  the  lovely  pass  away, 

Ne'er  to  be  seen  again ; 
Earth's  fairest  flowers  too  soon  decay ; 

Its  blasted  trees  remain. 

Full  oh  we  see  the  brightest  thing 

That  lifts  its  head  on  high, 
Smile  in  the  light,  then  droop  its  wing, 

And  bde  away,  and  die. 

And  kindly  is  the  lesson  given, 

Then  dry  the  falling  tear; 
They  came  to  raise  our  hearts  to  heaven* 

They  go  to  call  us  there. 


Wheit  our  purest  delights  are  nipt  in  the  blossom. 

When  those  we  love  best  are  laid  low. 
When  grief  plants  in  secret  her  thorns  in  the  bosom, 

DeMrte<t,  **  to  whom  shall  we  go  ?" 

When  error  bewilders,  and  our  path  becomes  dreary, 

And  imra  of  despondency  flow  ; 
When  the  whole  head  is  sick,  and  the  whole  heart  is  weary, 

Despairing,  '*  to  whom  shall  we  go  ?" 
15 
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Wlicn  ihc  sad,  thinly  spirit  tuma  from  the  springs 
Of  encliantmenl  this  life  can  bestow, 

AnJ  sighs  for  anothtr,  and  flmiers  its  wings, 
ImpalLeat,  '^  to  whom  shall   we  go  ?" 

0,  blest  be  that  light  which  has  parted  the  clouds, 

A  path  to  the  pilgrim  to  show, 
That  pierces  the  veil  which  the  future  enshroudo, 

And  shows  us  to  whom  we  may  go. 

TO     UT     £DLI4N     UARP, 


Sat,  was  it,  my  harp,  the  invisible  wing 
or  a  spirit  that  pase'd  o'er  thy  musical  string  ? 
And  comes  it  in  love,  with  its  light,  airy  hand, 
To  play  me  a  song  from  the  heavenly  land? 


Though  rhill  is  the 
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Sin^Dg  their  ailvery  welcome  still 
To  ftll  who  to  the  roiintain  go. 

Then  to  th«  river  on  it  glidea, 

Iia  tributary  drop  to  be«r; 
Its  modest  head  a  moment  hides, 

Then  rises  op  and  spnricles  there. 

The  touching  lesson  on  my  heart 
Falls  like  the  gentle  dews  of  heaven, 

Bids  me  with  humble  love  impart 
The  little  treasure  God  has  given. 


For  from  a  source  as  small  as  ^is 
Full  many  a  cup  of  joy  may  flow, 

And  on  the  stream  of  human  bliss 
Its  little  ray  of  gladness  throw. 


LOUISA  JANE  HALL 


WjkB  bom  at  Newburjrport,  Massachusetts,  February  7th,  1802L  Her 
&tber.  Dr.  John  Park,  was  a  physician ;  but  at  that  time  he  had  given 
op  the  pcactico  of  his  profession,  and  was  editing  the  Repertory,  a 
>ell-kiK>wn  fedenj  paper.  Id  ISll,  he  opened  a  school  for  youDg 
hdies  in  Boston,  (to  which  city  ha  bad  removed  sevetal  years  belbre,) 
with  a  view  of  giving  his  daughter  a  more  liberal  education  Ibsn  was 
common  at  that  period,  and  keeping  her  at  the  same  time  under  his 
own  immediale  care.  She  improved  her  advantages  to  the  utmost; 
the  chaste  and  correct  style  of  her  writings  shows  that  the  study  and 
discijdine  of  her  early  years  must  have  been  thorough  and  unwavering. 
Nooe  of  her  poems  appeared  In  print  until  alter  she  was  twenty ;  they 
irere  then  published  anonymously  in  the  Literary  Gazette,  and  other 
periodicals.    Dr.  Park  removed  to  Worcester,  Mass.,  in  1831,  acoom- 
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panicil  by  his  ilaiigliter,  who  lived  with  him  untit  October,  1840,  when 
Bhi?  innrricii  tlie  Rev.  E.  B.  Hull,  of  Providence,  R.  1.,  where  she  stiU 

Miriam,  a  Dramatic  Skftch,  the  admimble  protiuclion  on  which  Mra. 
Hull's  fame  a.4  a  poet  chiefly  ^et^tH,  was  hegun  in  the  summer  of  1836, 
anil  finished  tlic  tullowing  sumnier.  Not  believing  that  it  poeessed 
Bufficient  merit  to  claim  attention  from  the  litemry  world,  she  aliowed 
ton  years  to  pasa  before  puhiiaiiiDg  it;  then  the  commendations  it  re- 
ceived, which  were  neither  faint  nor  few,  surprised  no  one  so  much  as 
its  moik^t  autlior.  The  story  ia  simple  and  interesting ;  the  characters 
are  drawn  with  much  spirit  and  skill  \  and  some  passages  display  no 
ordinary  mtiount  of  power  and  patJios.  Her  other  principal  work  is  in 
^toee,  J'lanna  nf  Napla,  an  Hiiloriral  TaU;  published  in  183d.  HI 
health,  failure  of  eyesight,  and  great  distrust  of  her  own  powers,  hire 
prevented  her  from  being  a  very  prolific  writer;  but  her  essaya  and 
reviews  which  have  occasionally  appeared,  and  her  successful  eSbrta 
in  poetry,  prove  that  the  deficiency  lies,  not  in  the  talent,  but  tlie  will 
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Lost  like  the  floeiiai  brealh  of  frankincense, 
And  find  no  hearing  or  acceptance  there. 
And  yet  there  i$  an  Eje  that  ever  marks 
Where  its  own  people  pay  their  simple  vows. 
Though  to  the  rocks,  the  caves,  the  wilderness, 
Scourged  by  a  stem  and  ever-watchful  foe! 
There  ii  an  Ear  that  hears  the  voice  of  prayer 
Rising  from  lonely  spots  where  Chrisliuns  meet, 
Although  it  stir  not  more  the  sleeping  air 
Than  the  soft  waterfall,  or  forest  hreeze. 
Think'st  thou,  my  father,  this  benignant  God 
Will  close  his  ear,  and  turn  in  wrath  sway 
From  the  poor  sinful  creature  of  his  hand. 
Who  breathes  in  solitude  her  humble  prayer? 
Think'st  thou  He  will  not  hear  me,  should  i  kneel 
Here  in  the  dust  beneath  his  starry  sky. 
And  strive  to  raise  my  vaiceless  thoughts  to  Him, 
Making  an  altar  of  my  broken  heart  i 

XIUIH    KXPLAINS   TO   FlULUfl   WHT  TIIET   MUST   PART. 


PAULDS. 

My  brain  is  pierced ! 
Hlne  eyes  with  blindness  smitten !  and  mine  ear 
Rings  faintly  with  the  echo  of  thy  words ! 
Henceforth  what  man  shall  ever  build  his  &ith 
On  woman's  love,  on  woman's  constancy  P 
Maiden!  look  up!  I  would  but  gaze  once  more 
Upon  that  open  brow  and  clear,  dark  eye. 
To  read  what  aspect  Penury  may  wear. 
What  garb  of  loveliness  may  Falsehood  use. 
To  lure  the  eye  of  guileless,  manly  love ! 
Cruel,  cold-blooded,  fickle  that  thou  art. 
Dost  thou  not  quail  beneath  thy  lover's  eye? 
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How !  there  is  light  within  thy  lofty  glance, 
A  flush  upon  ihy  cheek,  a  settled  calm 
Upon  thy  lip  and  brow ! 

MIRIAM. 

Ay.  even  so. 
A  light — a  flush  —  a  ealm  —  not  of  (hie  earth! 
For  in  ttii^  hour  of  biiteniess  and  woe, 
The  Grace  of  God  i«  falling  on  my  soul, 
Like  dews  upon  the  wilh'nng  grass  which  late 
Red  scorching  flames  have  senr'd.     Again 
The  coniciousness  of  faith,  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  wrath  appeased,  of  heavy  guilt  thrown  off, 
Sheds  on  my  breost  ita  loni^-forgollen  peace, 
And  shining  steadfast  as  the  noonday  sun, 
Lights  me  along  the  path  that  duty  marks. 
Lover  loo  dearly  loved !  a  long  farewell ! 
The  banner'd  field  —  the  glancing  spear  —  the  shout 
Thai  bears  the  vicior^s  name  unto  (he  skies, — 
The  laiirelPd  brow  — be  thine 
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A  Roman  too?  and  is  a  Roman's  heart 
A  plaything  made  for  girb  to  toy  wiiha), 
And  then  to  keep  or  idly  fling  away, 
As  the  light  ftncy  of  the  moment  prompts  i 
Hare  I  then  stoop'd  to  win  thy  lickle  love 
From  my  proud  pinnacle  of  rnnlt  and  fame, 
Wasting  my  youth's  best  season  on  a  dream, 
Forgetful  of  my  name,  my  sire,  my  gods, 
To  be  thus  trifled  with  and  scom'd  at  last  i 

Canst  thou  not  learn  to  hate  me? 

PAULUS. 

O  ye  gods! 
With  what  a  look  of  calm  despair 

MIRIAM. 

Ay,  Paulua! 
Never,  in  all  my  deep  despondency. 
In  all  the  hours  of  dark  presentiment 
In  which  my  fancy  often  conjured  up 
This  scene  of  trial  —  did  my  spirit  dream 
Of  bitterness  like  that  which  now  thy  hand 
Is  pouring  in  my  cup  of  life.     Alas! 
Must  we  then  part  in  anger?  shall  this  hour, 
With  harsh  upbraidings  marr'd 

PAULUS. 

Syren!  in  vain — 
Would  I  could  learn  to  hale  thee!  trampling  down 
The  mem'ry  of  my  fond  and  foolish  love, 
As  1  would  cniab  an  adder  'neath  my  heel! 
But  no!  the  poison  renklea  in  my  veins;  — 
It  may  n<  t  be;  —  each  look  and  tone  of  thine 
Tells  me  that  yet  thou  art  my  bosom's  queen, 
And  each  vain,  frantic  struggle  only  draws 
Closer  around  my  heart  the  woven  toils. 

[A  pause. 
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Miriam!  my  pride  is  bowM — mj' wrath  robdued  — 
iMv  hearl  alluned  e'en  lo  thy  slightest  will, — 
So  iliai  ihiiu  yet  wilt  let  me  linger  on, 
Hoping  and  dreaming  that  thou  hai'st  me  not, 
Si]frcr''d  lo  come  at  limes,  and  sadly  gsie 
Upou  ihy  loveLness,  as  if  ihou  wert 
A  Dian  shrined  within  her  awful  fane, 
Made  to  he  look'd  upon  and  idolized, 
But  in  whose  presence  passion's  lightest  pulse, 
Love's  genilest  whisper,  were  a  decidly  sin. 
Cast  me  not  from  tliee,  love !  send  ine  not  forth 
Blasted  and  ivan  into  u  heartless  world, 
Amid  its  cold  and  glillering  pageantry, 
To  learn  what  utter  loneliness  of  soul. 
What  wordless,  deep,  and  sick'ning  misery, 
h  in  ilie  sense  of  unrequited  love ! 
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Fe>r  well  1  know  that  when  thy  sunny  Brailes 

Are  on  me,  sternly  frowning  doth  look  down 

My  Maker  on  our  stolen  interview ! 

It  ia  a  crime  of  dye  too  deep  and  dark 

To  be  waah'd  out  but  with  a  life  of  tears. 

And  penitence,  and  utter  abstinence. 

I  nerer  will  behold  thy  lace  again ! 

My  soul  shall  be  unlock'd  and  purified, 

Aod  there  the  eyes  of  those  that  love  me  well 

Shall  find  no  dark  and  sinful  mystery, 

Running  a  tender  father's  scrutiny. 

And  weighing  down  my  spirit  to  the  dust. 

Paulus! — again — farewell!  yet — yet  in  peace 
We  putr 

PAULUS. 

Maiden!  by  all  my  perish'd  hopes, 
By  the  overwhelming  passion  of  my  soul, 
By  the  remembrance  of  that  fatal  hour 
When  first  1  spake  to  thee  of  lore  —  and  thought 

That  thou Ay!  by  the  sacred  gods,  I  swear, 

I  will  not  yield  thee  thus!     In  open  day, 

Before  my  father's  eyes — and  bearing  too 

Perchance  his  mslediciion  on  ray  head  — 

Before  the  face  of  all  assembled  Rome, 

BannM  though  1  be  by  all  her  priests  and  gods, — 

Thee — thee  wilt  I  lead  forth — my  Christian  bride! 

MlRl  AH. 

Ay !  sayst  thou  so,  my  Paulus  ?  thou  art  bold, 

And  generous.     Meet  bridal  will  it  be  — 

The  stake  —  the  slow  red  fire  —  perchance  the  den 

Of  hungry  lions,  gnashing  with  white  leedi 

In  savage  glee  at  sight  of  thy  young  bride, 

Their  destined  prey !  Tot  welt  thou  know'st  that  these 

Are  but  the  lend'rest  mercies  of  thy  sire 

To  the  scom'd  sect,  whose  lofty  faith  my  soul 


Holds  fast  through  tormeDts  worse  than  aught  that  these 
Can  offer  to  the  clay  wherein  it  dwells. 


Drive  me  not  mad!  — Nay  —  nay— I  have  not  done; 
The  dark  cold  waters  of  despair  rise  ftst, 
But  have  not  yet  o'ertopp'd  each  resting-place. 
We  will  go  forth  upon  the  bounding  aeo, 
We  two  alone,  and  chase  the  god  of  day 
O'er  the  broad  ocean,  where  each  eve  he  dips 
His  blazing  chariot  in  the  western  wave, 
And  seek  some  lonely  isle  of  peace  and  love, 
Where  Hng'ring  summer  dwells  the  livelong  year. 
Wasting  the  music  of  her  happy  birds. 
The  unpluck'd  richness  of  her  golden  fniiis, 
The  fragrance  of  her  blossoms  o'er  the  land. 
And  we  will  be  the  flrst  to  tread  the   turf. 
And  raise  our  quiet  hearth  and  altars  there, 
And  ihou  shall  fearless  bow  before  tlie  Cros?, 
Praying  unto  what  unknown  God  ihou  wilt. 
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HIRI  AM. 

Be  it  to. 
He  can  bnt  imd  me  where  I  ■tend.     And  here, 
Livinf  or  ^ing,  will  I  raise  my  voice 
In  a  filin  h<^!    The  God  that  brought  me  here 
Is  round  me  in  the  silent  air.     On  me 
Falleth  the  infloence  of  an  unseen  Eye ! 
And  in  the  strength  of  secret,  earnest  prayer, 
This  awfnl  eanacionsness  doth  nerve  my  frame. 
Thon  man  of  eril  and  ungovem'd  soul '. 
Hy  lather  thon  ai^tt  slay  I     Flames  will  not  fid! 
FrcMn  heaven  to  scorch  and  wither  thee !     The  earth 
WiU  gape  not  andemeath  thy  feel!  and  peace, 
Mock,  hollow,  aeemng  peace,  may  shadow  still 
Thy  home  and  hearth '.    But  deep  within  thy  breast 
A  fierce,  consuming  fire  shall  erer  dwell. 
Each  night  shall  ope  a  gulf  of  horrid  dreams 
To  swallow  up  thy  soul.     The  livelong  day 
That  soul  shall  yearn  for  peace  and  quietness. 
As  the  hart  pantelh  for  the  water  brooks, 
And  know  that  even  in  death — is  no  repose! 
And  this  shall  be  thy  life!    Then  a  dark  hour 

Will  surely  come 

riso. 
Haidcn,  be  wam'dl    All  this 
I  know.     It  moves  me  not 

HtRIAM. 

Nay,  one  thing  more 
Thon  knoweat  not.    There  is  on  all  this  earth — 
Fnll  as  it  is  of  young  and  gentle  hearts — 
One  man  alone  that  lores  a  wretch  like  thee; 
And  he,  thou  say'st,  must  die '.     All  other  eyes 
Do  greet  thee  with  a  cold  or  wrathful  look, 
Or,  in  the  baseness  of  their  fear,  shun  thine ; 
And  he  whose  loving  glance  alone  spake  pesce, 
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Thou   say'st  mnst  die  in  youth !      Thou   know^st'  no< 

yet 
The  deep  and  bitter  sense  of  loneliness, 
Thp  throes  und  achings  of  a  childless  heart, 
Which  yei  will  all  be  thine!     Thou  knon'st  not  yet 
AVhnt  'l  is  lo  wander  'mid  thy  spacious  halla, 
And  find  them  desolate '.  wildly  to  start 
From  thy  deep  musings  at  the  distant  sound 
Of  voice  or  step  like  his,  and  sink  back  sick  — 
Ay!  sick  at  heart — with  dark  remembrances! 
To  dream  thou  seesl  him  as  in  years  gone  by, 
When  in  his  bright  and  joyous  infancy. 
His  laughing  eyes  amid  thick  curls  sought  iliine. 
And  his  soft  arms  were  twined  around  ihy  neck. 
And  his  twin  rosebud  lips  just  lisp'd  thy  name  — 
Yei  fee!  in  agony  'tis  but  a  dream! 
Thou  know'st  not  yet  what  'tis  lo  lead  the  van 
Of  armies  hurrying  on  lo  victory. 


MRS.  SWIFT 

k  a  Ptiiladelphiu  bj  birth ;  the  daughter  of  Mr.  John  Lorrain,  a  mer- 
cbuit  of  that  city.  She  now  residea  in  Easton,  Pennsjrlvania,  where, 
far  man;  years  post,  ihe  has  been  confined  to  one  house,  almoet  to  one 
raom,  b;  the  illneaa  of  her  husband.  Her  poems  frequeDtly  appear  in 
Neal's  Baturday  Gazette;  but  they  are  written  lew  for  the  public  than 
far  a  circle  of  warmlj-atlached  friends.  A  vein  of  teaderoeBs  runs 
throofffa  them  alL 


BTAirZAS. 

"Fiiendi  who  hj  practice  of  lonia  si 
Were  lotn  apart,  a  wiJe  wound,  mi 
She  did  unite  again  with  visions  de 
or  fond  affection,  and  oC  truth  sine 


Sail 


Not  on  this  earth,  beloved,  shall  we  meet; 
Not  in  this  wesry  world  of  sigha  and  tears, 
Where  life  ia  meted  out  by  days  and  years, 
Shall  we  again  our  plighted  faith  repeat; 

But  in  some  mansion  blest. 

Where  happy  spirits  rest, 
Some  Btar  perchance  in  space,  whose  far-off  light 
Gleam'd  on  thy  upium'd  brow,  when  first  you  swore 
To  love  me  always,  lore  me  evermore, 
Passion's  bright  dawn,  that  set  in  darkest  nighL 

In  loneliness  and  silence  ofl  1  gaze 
Upon  the  midnight  glories  of  the  skies, 
When  world  on  world  man's  feeble  sense  defies ; 
Till  overwhelm'd  by  the  refulgent  blaze 
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Of  Deily  revealM,  my  bobI  ii  siill'd, 

And  wilh  iia  immorlality  is  filPd. 

Ah .'  ihen  for  thee,  in  deep  bul  wordless  prayer, 

My  spirit,  aa  if  home  oq  angel-winga, 

Pleads  for  ihee  with  the  mighty  King  of  kings, 

To  guide  and  guard  ihee  safe  through  every  snare. 

For  both,  the  sorrow  that  makes  desolate, 
Hath  brimm'd  a  cup  whose  anguish  anil  dismay 
Wiiher'd  ihe  spring-buds  of  life's  early  day; 
Dreamers  upon  the  brink  of  adverse  fate. 
With  childlike  trust  its  stormy  billows  greeting, 
Al  morn's  farewell,  and  evening's  blessed  meeting; 
Love  threw  his  rainbow  on  the  coming  cloud, 
And  Faith,  the  angel  of  this  world  of  tears, 
FoJDled  with  radiant  brow  to  future  years. 
Alas!  for  us  the  Future  wove  Love's  shroud! 
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I  see  a  multitude, 

The  gentle  and  the  rude, 
The  gBjr,  the  sad,  the  young,  the  weuy-he&rted, 

They  stand  before  me  now. 

Each  with  an  upturned  brow, 
O  tell  me,  when,  and  where,  have  they  departed  t 

Thou  anBwereet  with  death  I 

E'en  as  I  speak,  his  breath 
b  bowing  thy  bright  head  with  swifl  decay; 

And  when  again  ye  bloom, 

A  tenant  of  the  tomb 
Like  than,  sweet  flower,  I  shall  have  pass'd  away ! 


MKMORT. 

'TWAS  but  a  word,  a  single  word 

A  stranger's  lip  exprest, 
And  yet  my  spirit's  depths  were  stirr>d 

With  feelings  long  represt 

Unbidden  tear-drops  dimmM  my  eyes, 
Hy  lip  still  wore  a  smile; 

0  how  the  heart  can  grief  disguise, 
And  learn  deception's  wile. 

Thoughts,  rushing  thoughts,  came  wild  and  &st, 
The  present,  it  was  not, 

1  only  saw  the  long — long  past, 
How  could  it  be  forgot? 


Tonng  Toices  mnrmurM  in  mine 
Widi  radiant  mirth  and  glee. 

Bat  I,  alas!  could  only  hear 
The  heart  that  spoke  of  thee. 
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Again  ihal  hand  was  clasp'd  ia  mine, 
Once  more  ihou  wen  mine  own, 

And  'neaih  the  irreacent  moon's  pale  shine, 
On  (he  hill-side,  alone, 

Wo  wander'd  forth,  loo  blest  to  be 

Creatures  of  earth  and  care ; 
A  nide  voice  broke  the  reverie. 

The  vision  it  was  — air! 


Sl'mhbr  has  gone  with  its  bloom  and  its  foiincat 
Hush'd  is  the  music  from  valley  and  hilt ; 

The  frost-king  now  reigns  on  tlie  snow-cover'd  r 
And  ice-fetters  prison  the  river  and  rill. 
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From  earth,  ur,  and  water,  aweet  sounds  shall  come  stealing, 
Aod  in  one  joyous  psan  ascend  to  the  skies, 

And  nature  —  in  leaf,  bud  and  blossom — revealing 
Her  mystical  workmanship,  gladden  our  eyes. 

Then,  dearest  one,  come  to  onr  Eden ;  no  pinion 
That  flies  by  our  groves  shall  be  welcome  as  thine; 

All  true  hearts  shall  bow  to  thy  gentle  dominion, 

And  wonhippen  Uirong  to  thy  laurel- wreathed  shrine. 

Now  to  her  who  has  poured  forth  her  mind's  choicest  treasure, 
To  cheer  the  dark  season  of  torpor  and  care, 

From  the  type  of  herself,  in  a  full  crystal  measure. 

We  will  toast  "our  sweet  Ellet, — the  joyous,  and  fair!" 


HB8.  £.  G.  KINNEY. 


Hu.  EnniKT,  whose  maiden  name  was  Dodge,  was  bom  and  educated 
in  the  city  of  New  York,  where  her  ftther  was  for  many  years  engaged 
in  mercantile  pursuits.  The  love  of  nature  was  always  one  of  her 
Etroogedt  characteristics,  and  on  removing  to  her  &ther's  country  home 
near  Plainfield,  N.  J.,  this  poetic  feeling  began  to  tind  u 


Her  first  productions  appeared  in  the  Knickerbocker,  under  the  name 
of  Stedman,  but  for  a  number  of  years  she  has  been  an  occosiuial  am- 
tribulor  to  Graham's  Magazine,  and  other  periodicals.  In  1841,  ihe 
was  married  to  Mr.  William  K  Kinney,  the  talented  editor  of  the 
Newark  Daily  Advertiser,  and  has  resided  at  Newark  ever  since, 
"niere  is  much  genuine  feeling,  a  delicate  perception  of  the  beautiful, 
and  an  honest  h>ve  for  the  simple  and  true,  in  her  effusions,  which 
cannot  &il  to  please. 
16  • 
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Ob!  not  in  the  hallH  of  the  noble  and  proud. 
Where  Fashion  assembles  her  glittering  crowd, 
Where  all  is  in  beauty  and  splendour  arrayed, 
Were  the  nuptials  perrormed  or  the  meek  Quaker  maid. 

Nor  yet  in  the  temple  those  rites  which  she  look, 
By  the  aliar.  the  mitre-crowned  bishop,  and  book; 
Wlicre  oft  in  her  jewels  doth  stand  the  fair  bride, 
To  whisper  those  vows  which  tlirough  life  shall  abide. 

The  building  was  humble,  yet  sacred  to  Onc 
Who  hewls  the  deep  worship  that  utters  no  tone ; 
Whose  presence  in  not  to  the  temple  confined. 
But  dwells  with  the  coatrite  and  lowly  of  mind. 


'Twaa  there,  all  unveiled, 

•  Quakeress  bride, 


by  modesty,  stood 
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But  in  all  the  txny  of  the  coatlier  (cene. 
Naught  Memed  lo  my  eye  to  aincere  in  its  mien, 
tto  hofoage  ao  fully  the  heart  to  resign, 
A*  the  Qwkeraaa  bride'a— "Uktil  death  i  ah  th 


TADIKO     AUTDMN. 

Th>  atrtumnal  gloriea  all  have  pawed  away! 

The  foreat-leaTes  no  more  in  hectic  red 
Give  glowing  tokens  of  their  brief  decay, 

Bat  icatiered  lie,  or  rustle  at  the  tread. 

Like  whispered  waminga  from  the  monlderin^  dead; 
The  naked  trees  atreich  out  their  arms  all  day. 

And  each  bald  hill-top  lifts  ita  reverend  head 
As  if  for  some  new  covering  to  pray- 

Come,  WiNTBR,  then,  and  spread  thy  robe  of  white 
Above  the  desolation  of  this  acene ; 

And  when  the  aun  with  gems  shall  make  it  bright, 
Or,  when  its  snowy  folds  by  midnight's  queen 

Are  silvered  o'er  with  s  aerener  light, 
We'U  ccaM  to  sigh  for  summer's  living  green. 


A     1VINTKR     NIGHT. 

How  calm,  how  solemn,  how  sublime  the  scene ! 
The  moon  in  full-orbed  glory  sails  above, 
And  stars  in  myriads  around  her  move. 

Each  looking  down  with  watchful  eye  serene 
On  earth,  which,  in  a  snowy  shroud  arrayed. 
And  still,  as  if  in  death's  embrace  'twere  laid, 

Saddens  the  spirit  with  its  oorpse-like  mien : 

Yet  doth  it  charm  the  eye — its  gaze  still  hold; 
Just  as  the  face  of  one  we  loved,  when  cold 

And  pale   and  lovely  e'en  in  death    'tis  seen, 


[bS  UBS.     E.     C.     KINKEY. 

Will  fijt  the  mourner's  eye,  iho'  trefflblJDg  fears 
Fill  all  his  heart,  and  thickly  fall  iiia  tears: 
O.  I  oiulii  watch  nil  morn  should  change  the  eight. 
This  colli,  Ihis  beautiful,  ihis  moumful  Winter  nighi! 


Weeds  grow  unasked,  and  even  some  sweet  fiowen 
Sponianeous  g;ive  their  fmgrance  to  the  air, 
And  bloom  on  hills,  in  vales,  and  everywhere  — 

As  shines  the  sun,  or  fall  the  summer  showers — ■ 
But  wither  while  our  lips  pronounce  them  fair.' 
Flowers  of  more  worth  repay  alone  the  care, 

The  nurture,  and  the  hopes  of  watchful  hours ; 

While  plants  most  cultured  liave  most  lasting  powers. 
So,  flowers  of  Genius  that  will  longest  live 

Spring  not  in  Mind's  uncultivated  soil, 

Bui  arc  the  hirlh  of  thiie,  and  mcntat  toil, 


The  tender  germ,  if  trodden  under  foot, 
Sbrinlu  back  again  to  its  undying  root; 
While  kindly  training  bids  it  upward  strive, 
And  to  the  future  flowers  immortal  give. 


£TKitKiL  Fame!  thy  great  rewards, 

Throughout  all  time,  shall  be 
The  right  of  those  old  master-bards 

Of  Greece  and  Italy ; 
And  of  &ir  Albion's  iavoured  isle, 
Where  Poesy's  celestial  smile 

Hath  shone  for  ages,  gilding  bright 
Her  rocky  clifTs  and  ancient  towers. 
And  cheering  this  new  world  of  ours 

With  a  reflected  light. 

Tet,  though  there  be  no  path  untrod 

By  that  immortal  race — 
Who  walked  with  Nature  as  with  God, 

And  saw  her  face  to  face — 
No  living  truth  by  them  unsung — 
No  thought  that  hath  not  found  a  tongue 

In  some  strong  lyre  of  olden  time; 
Must  every  tuneful  lute  be  still — 
That  may  not  give  a  world  the  thrill 

Of  their  great  harp  sublime? 

Oh,  not  while  beating  hearts  rejoice 

In  Music's  simplest  tone. 
And  hear  in  Nature's  every  voice 

An  echo  to  their  own! 
Not  till  these  scorn  the  little  rill 
Thftt  nins  rejoicing  down  the  hill, 


Or  ihe  soft  melancholy  glide 
Of  some  deep  slream  through  glen  and  glade, 
Because  't  ia  not  the  thunder  made 

By  ocean's  heaving  tide ! 

The  hallowed  liliea  of  the  field 

III  glory  are  arrayed, 
And  limid,  blue-eyed  violets  yield 

I'heir  fragrance  (n  the  shade ; 
Ntir  do  the  way-side  ilowere  conceal 
Those  modest  channs  thai  somelimes  steal 

Upon  the  weary  traveller's  eyes 
Like  angels,  spreading  for  his  feel 
A  carpet  Riled  with  odours  sweet, 

And  decked  with  heavenly  dyes. 


lei  the  affluent  Soul  of  Song — 


That  Avarice  breeds  'twixt  man  and  man, 
While  moring  on  in  caravan 
Acrom  th«  suida  of  Life. 

Tet  not  for  theae  alone  he  singa; 

The  poet's  breast  is  stirred 
As  by  the  spirit  that  takes  wings 

And  carols  in  the  bird! 
He  thinka  not  of  a  future  name, 
Ror  whence  his  inspiration  came, 

IVor  whither  goes  his  warbled  song; 
As  Joy  itself  delights  in  joy — 
His  sonl  finds  life  in  its  employ, 

And  grows  by  utterance  strong. 


MOOIfT    H07I    CIMKTKKT,    ROGBBSTER. 

CoMR  hither,  ye  who  fear  the  grave,  and  call  it  lone  and  drear, 
Who  deem  the  burial-place  a  spot  to  waken  grief  and  fear; 
Oh !  come  and  climb  with  me  this  mount  where  sleep  the  silent 

dead. 
And  through  these  winding  gravel-walks  with  noiseless  footsteps 

tread. 

Stoop  down  and  pluck  the  fragrant  bod,  just  opening  fresh 

The  peaceful  bed  where  alurobers  one  who  died  in  youth  and 

Smell  the  pure  air,  so  redolent  with  breath  of  summer  flowers, 
And  take  this  sprig  of  evergreen,  a  pledge  for  future  hours. 

See  yonder  river  sparkling  through  the  foliage  of  the  grove. 
How  gracefully  its  course  dolh  bend  —  how  slill  its  waters  move ! 
Sit  'neath  the  branches  of  tliis  tree  which  spread  their  gmleful 

To  screen  a  spot  for  musing  thought,  or  holy  convene  made. 
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Look  ruuiid  this  garden  of  the  dead,  where  creep  green  myrtle 

Where  box  surrounds   the  sleeper'a  home,  and  scented  sweei- 

Wliere  lowly  violets  ope  to  heaven  their  tiny  eyes  of  blue, 
FillM  ori  at  mom  with  glittering  tears,  the  drops  of  early  dew. 

Aaii  now,  bend   upward  still  your  steps  lo   gain    the   highest 

And  lei  your  eyes  the  view  beneath,  and  disiani  prospect  seek ; 
O,  beautiful  !  thrire  beautiful !  there,  blended   iiill  and  dale, 
And  here,  the  lofty  mansion  with  the  cottage  of  the  vule. 

The  city  spires,  which  look  to  Heaven,  In  whose  hifrh  cause 

they  stand 
Aa  guides  lo  point  the   pilgrim's  eye  toward  the  far  promised 

The  dislnnt  villages  thiil  sperk  with   while   the   wavy  green. 


MARGUERITE  ST.  LEON  LOUD. 

Mks.  Lodd,  rormerly  Miae  Barstow,  was  bom  in  Bruirurd  Coiintf, 
Penniylvauia;  and  pnased  the  early  part  of  her  life  in  the  beautiful 
retirement  of  her  nnlive  home,  enjoyin?  unrestrained  intercourse  with 
Ihe  wild«!t  scenes  of  woo.]  nnd  vnltey  IhM  Jire  lo  lie  found  nmoiig  the 

wiDdingBof  the  Busquehannab.  Although  when  a  child  she  committed 
whole  volamea  of  poetry  lo  memory,  and  studied  with  fbnd  deTotion 
the  best  poets,  (as  well  as  nature,  one  of  the  best  teachers  a  poet  can 
have.)  it  was  not  until  the  time  of  her  marriage  in  1824,  that  her  own 
talent  began  to  develope  itself.  She  is  now  quite  an  accomplished 
writer, and  craitributes  [o  variods  magaEines  and  daily  journals;  her 
poenw  oflen  poaaeaB  much  melody  of  language,  graceful  thought,  and 
lender  feeling. 


THE    DBSEKTED    HOMESTEAD. 

There  is  a  lonely  homestead 

In  a  green  and  quiel  vale, 
With  its  tall  trees  sighing  Dioumfully 

To  every  passing  gsle ; 
There  are  many  mansions  round  it, 

In  the  sunlight  gleaming  fair; 
But  rooBS-grown  is  that  ancient  roof, 

Its  walls  are  grey  and  bare. 

Where  once  glad  voices  sounded 

Of  children  in  their  mirth, 
No  whisper  breaks  the  solitude 

By  that  deserted  hearth. 
The  swallow  from  her  dwelling 

In  the  low  eaves,  hath  flown ; 
And  all  night  long,  Ihe  whip-poor-will 

Sings  by  the  threshold  stone. 


MAHGUERITE    8T,     LEON     LOUD. 

No  hand  above  the  window 

Ties  up  the  trailing  vines; 
And  trough  the  broken  caseraenl-panes 

The  moon  at  midnight  shinei. 
And  many  a  solemn  shadow 

Seems  starting  from  the  gloom ; 
Like  forms  of  long  departed  ones 

Peopling  that  dim  old  room. 

No  furrow  for  the  harvest 

Is  drawn  upon  the  plain ; 
And  in  the  postures  green  and  fair, 

No  herds  or  flocks  remain. 
Why  is  that  beauteous  homestead 

Thus  standing  bare  and  lone? 
While  all  the  worshippM  household  gods 

In  duBt  lie  overthrown. 
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Fune  and  ambition  lured  them, 

From  that  green  vale  to  roam, 
But  as  their  dazzling  dreams  depart, 

Regretful  memories  come 
Of  the  valley,  and  the  homestead, 

Of  their  childhood  pure  and  free ; 
Till  each  world-weary  apiril  pines. 

That  spot  once  more  to  see. 

Oh!  blest  are  ihey  who  linger 

'Mid  old  familiar  things, 
Where  every  object  o'er  the  heart 

A  hallowM  influence  flings. 
Though  won  are  wealth  and  honours, — 

Though  reach'd  Tame's  lofty  dome, — 
There  are  no  joys  like  those  which  dwell 

Within  our  childhood's  home. 


Draw  near,  ye  weary,  bow'd,  and  broken-hearted, 
Te  onward  irav'lers  to  a  peaceful  bourne ; 

Ye,  from  whose  path  the  light  hath  all  departed, 
Te,  who  are  left  in  solitude  to  mourn ; 

Though  o'er  your  spirits  halh  the  storm-cloud  swept. 

Sacred  are  sorrow's  tears,  since  "Jesus  wept." 

The  bright  and  spotless  Heir  of  endless  glory, 
Wept  oVr  the  woes  of  those  He  came  to  save; 

And  aogels  wondered  when  they  heard  the  story, 
That  He  who  conquered  dea^,  wept  o'er  the  grave; 

For  'twas  not  when  his  lonely  watch  He  kept 

In  dark  Gethaemane,  that  '*  Jesus  wepf 
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Father  in  Heaven! 
Oh,  may  his  heart  be  stayed  on  Thee !  each  feeling 

Still  lifted  up  in  ^titude  and  love ; 
And  majr  tliat  &ith  the  joys  of  heaven  revealing 

To  him  be  given, 
Till  he  shall  praise  Thy  name  in  realms  above. 

THB    lOED. 

I  LOTS  the  aged; — every  silver  hair 

On  their  time-honoured  brows,  speaks  to  my  heart 
In  language  of  the  past;  each  furrow  there, 

In  all  my  best  affections  claims  a  part; 
Next  to  our  God  and  Scripture's  holy  page, 
Is  deepest  rev'rence  due  to  virtuous  age. 

The  aged  Chriatian  itanda  upon  the  shore 

Of  Time,  a  atorebouae  of  experience, 
Fill'd  with  the  treasures  of  rich  heav'nly  lore; 

I  love  to  sit  and  hear  him  draw  from  thence 
Sweet  recollections  of  his  journey  past, 
A  journey  crowned  with  blessings  to  the  last. 

Lovely  the  aged!  when  like  shocks  of  com. 
Full  ripe  and  ready  for  the  reaper's  hand, 

Which  gsmers  for  the  resurrection  mom 

The  bodies  of  the  just, — in  hope  they  stand. 

And  dead  must  be  the  heart,  the  bosom  cold, 

Which  warms  not  with  affection  for  the  old. 
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LUELIA  J.  CASE. 

The  writingfl  of  tbia  lady,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  have  chieflj 
appeared  in  The  Rose  uf  Sharon,  a  religious  annual,  and  The  Flower 
Vase,  B.  siunll  volume  of  selected  poetry;  —  botli  of  which  were  edited 
by  her  friend,  the  late  Mrs.  Edgurton  Mayo.  The  extracts  we  give, 
show  an  eosy  anil  earnest  mode  of  expression,  and  a  cheerful  heart, 
fitted  by  wisdom  and  love  to  give  useful  advice  in  a  poetical  form.  She 
is  a  daughter  of  the  late  Hon.  Levi  Bartlett,  of  Kingston,  N.  H.,  where 
slie  WHS  boni.  Since  her  marriage  she  has  lived  at  Portland,  Maine, 
and  Cincinnati,  Ohio)  she  now  resides  at  the  former  place. 


BNBRGT     IN     A S V E R S I T V  ■ 

Onward  !     Hath  earth's  c^atteless  change 
Trarapted  on  thy  heart? 


LUCLLA    J.    CASE. 

Then  will  brighter,  sweeter  flowers 

Blossom  round  thy  way, 
Than  e'er  sprung  in  Hope's  glad  bowers, 

In  thine  early  day; 
And  the  rolling  years  shall  bring 
Strength  and  healing  on  their  wing. 


Speik  kindly,  oh  speak  soothingly 

To  him  whose  hopes  are  crossed, 
Whose  blessed  trust  in  human  love 

Was  early,  early  lost ; 
For  wearily  —  how  wearily! 

Drags  life,  if  love  depart; 
Oh !  let  the  balm  of  gentle  words 

Fall  on  the  amitien  heart! 

Go  gladly,  with  true  sympathy. 

Where  wont's  pole  vieiims  pine, 
And  bid  life's  sweetest  smiles  again 

Along  their  pathway  shine. 
Oh,  heavily  doih  poverty 

Man's  nobler  instincts  bind ; 
Yet  sever  not  that  chain,  to  cast 

A  sadder  on  the  mind. 


I  comb!     Te  have  lighted  your  festal  hall, 

And  music  is  sounding  its  joyous  call, 

And  the  guests  are  gathering  —  the  young  —  the  fair. 

With  the  flower-wreath'd  brow,  and  the  braided  hair. 

I  come,  bni  so  noiseless  shall  be  ray  way 

Through  the  smiling  crowds  of  the  young  «nd  gay, 


IW  LUELLA    J.     CASE. 

Nrjt  a  thought  shall  rise  in  a  careless  bieast 
or  me,  Ihfl  Unseen,  ihe   Unbidden  Gueal; 
Not  an  under-lone  on   [he  ear  shall  swell, 
Smiling  your  hearts  like  a  funeral  knell. 

I  eonie !     Lei  ihe  music's  echoing  note 
Siill  through  llie  air  of  your  ball-room  float, 
Let  llie  slurry  lamps'  sofl  radiance  throw 
On  ihe  rose-lourh'd  cheek,  and  the  brow  of  snc 
Nol  a  freezing  pulse,  not  a  thrill  of  fear. 
Shall   lell  that  the  Kijig   of  the  Grave  is  near; 
Not  a  pallid  face,  not  a  rayleas  eye. 
Shall   whisper  of  me  as  1  hurry  by, 
Marking  the  doom'd   I  sliall  siiinmon  away 
Tu  iheir  low,  dark  cells,  in  the  house  of  clay. 


W( 


have  nict  before!     Ay,  1  waitder'd  here 

ihe  festal  hours  of  the  parted  year, 
I   many  a  beautiful  form  haa  how'd 


ELIZABETH    BOGAHT. 

Te  would  quail,  ye  tremblers,  lo  see  me  here; 
Tel  the  mission  I  hold  ia  of  love,  not  fear. 
A  healing  1  bear  to  the  couch  of  pain, 
I  fling  from  the  Bpiril  ita  cumbering  chain, 
And  weuy  old  age  to  my  rest  shall  hie 
ITith  a  smiling  lip,  and  a  grateful  eye. 
When  life,  like  a  aorrowful  moumer,  weeps 
0*er  the  grave  where  its  eariy  promise  sleeps. 
Oh,  earth  has  no  balm  like  the  rup  I  bring! 
Why  say  ye  I  come  with  the  darl  and  sting  ? 

My  voice  shall  be  sweet  in  the  maiden's  ear, 

As  the  voice  of  her  lover  whispering  near; 

And  my  footstep  so  soft  by  the  infant's  bed. 

He  will  deem  it  his  mother's  anxious  tread. 

And  his  innocent  eyes  n'iil  gently  close. 

As  1  kiss  from  his  bright  young  lipa  the  rose. 

Oh,  the  good  and  the  pure  have  nought  to  fear, 

When  my  voice  in  the  gathering  gloom  they  heat! 

Away  from  the  dance,  ye  revellers  gay. 

Fling  off  the  wreath,  —  to  your  homes,  and  pray. 


ELIZABETH   BOGART. 

Hiss  Bofrart  was  bom  in  the  city  of  New  York.  Her  ftther,  the 
Rev.  David  S.  Bogart,  was  a  graduate  of  Columbia  College,  wliere  he 
took  the  first  honours  in  his  class,  and  a  clergyman  highly  esteemed 
among  his  contemporaries,  as  s  fine  classical  ijcholar,  and  an  eloquent 
and  eBective  preacher.  To  his  constant  instructions.  Miss  Bogart  was 
indebted  liir  her  education,  and  under  his  encouraging  care,  her  love 
fbr  literary  pursuits  was  cherished  ami  indulged.  She  wrote  Ibr  many 
of  the  pi^riodicals  of  the  day  at  an  early  age,  but  principally  for  the 
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New  Vorb  Mirror,  under  the  signature  of  F.itelU.     Her  poems  havo 

never  been  collected  into  a  volume;  nor  hasslic  (being  a  lady  of  inde- 
pendent rortune.)  ever  been  compelled  to  write  b;  any  oilier  motive 
thoji  her  own  pleasure,  or  better  still,  to  sootlie  sorrows  not  lier  own. 
Very  often,  we  doubt  not,  the  tribute  of  grateful  love  and  praise  (denrer 
than  fame  to  a  pious  heart)  has  been  (,'ladly  rendered  to  her,  for  the 
gentle  sympathy  of  her  friendly  verses.  One  of  her  poems  hna  been  so 
frequently  re-pubUshed,  and  so  much  admLred,  thttl  Miss  Bogart  might 
be  tpecilicd  us  the  author  of  He  eamr  loo  late;  there  is  so  much  nature 
and  simple  dignity  about  this  general  fovourit«,  that  it  shall  be  the  first 
we  selccL 


iE  came  too  late!  —  Tfeglect  had  trii 

Her  constancy  too  long ; 
ler  love  had  yielded  to  her  pride, 

And  the  deep  sense  of  vroiig. 
Ihe  scorned  the  olTcriiig  of  a  heart 


ELIZABETH    BOGABT. 

She  knew  that  life  held  nothing  now 

That  could  the  past  repay, 
Tet  she  disdained  hia  tardy  tow, 

And  coldly  turned  away. 

He  came  too  late!  —  Her  countless  dreams 

Of  hope  had  long  since  flown ; 
No  charms  dwelt  in  hia  chosen  themes, 

Nor  in  his  whispered  tone. 
And  when,  with  won)  and  smile,  he  tried 

Afiection  still  to  prove, 
She  nerved  her  heart  with  woman's  pride. 

And  spumed  his  tickle  love. 

TO     THK     HBMORr     OF     A     FRIEND    WHO     Dll 
SABBATH     MOKNINO. 

Ob,  it  was  meet,  beloved  friend '. 

That  on  the  Sabbath  morn, 
Thy  soul  should  wing  ita  flight  to  heaven. 

On  angel  pinions  borne. 
And  brightly  broke  that  Sablrath  day 

Upon  thy  ruptured  sight, 
In  mansions  of  eternal  bliss, 

And  everlasting  light. 

And  in  that  City  of  the  Blest, 

Where  thou  hast  found  a  home, 
Sorrow  and  sickness  are  unknown, 

And  Death  shall  never  come. 
"  And  there  shall  be  no  night,"  nor  need 

Of  sun  or  moon  to  ahinci 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  shall  fill 

The  place  with  rays  divine. 

Why  should  we  weep,  beloved  friend! 
That  tiiou  hast  entered  now 
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The  gates  of  pearl,    and  hast  received 
The  crown  upon  ihy  brow — 

The  glorious  "crown  of  righteousness"  — 
Ere  yei  the  years  drew  near, 

In   which   thy   weary   heart  should  feel 
Thou  hadst  no  pleasure  here. 

Thy  spirit  left  this  dying  world, 

While  Nature's  fading  bloom 
And  falling  leaves,  spoke  mournfully 

Of  sadness  and  the  tomb. 
But  ah,  already  has  the  Spring, 

With  flowers  and  beauty  rife, 
Returned  to  thee  —  and  thou  hast  drunlt 

The  crystal  slreom  of  life. 

Yet  must  I  weep,  my  much  loved-friend ! 

In  selfish  grief,  for  thee; 
The  haunts  where  we  together  strayed. 


ELIZABETH     BOGABT.  X 

And  cold  the  language  eeems  to  flow, 

Though  burning  thoughts  ini^pire. 
Farewell,  farewell!  —  1  know  that  thou 

Shalt  ne'er  return  to  me; 
Hy  eanhly  pilgrimage  fulfil  I'd, 

Oh,  may  I  go  to  thee '. 

THB    COUNTRY    CHURCH. 

It  was  an  humble  temple;   and  it  aiood 

In  the  enclosure  of  a  quiet  wood. 

The  forest  trees  o'ershadow'd  all  the  place, 

And  mountains  round  it,  added  a  rude  grace. 

To  charm  the  eye,  and  bid  the  thoughts  arise 

Amid  their  loM-ering  summils,  to  the  skies. 

The  valley  lay  helow,  half  hid  from  view 

By  clustering  bushes  on  its  bank  that  grew ; 

And  in  its  depths  a  winding  sireamlet  stiay'd 

Of  cr}'Btal  water,  murmuring  through  the  glade — 

An  emblem  of  that  living  water,  givon 

To  qncnch  ihc  thirst  of  spirits  bound  for  heaven. 

Sweet  was  the  rural  scene  of  deep  rcpooe, 

And  bright  ihe  sun  that  o'er  the  Sabbath  rose, 

When  we,  as  strangers,  sought  that  liousc  uf  prayer, 

And  join'd  the  few  who  met  to  worship  there. 

We  cross'd  the  open  door-way,  sure  to  meet 

A  welcome  entrance  and  a  willing  seat, 

Amid  the  scant  and  scatler'd  flock  that  came 

Their  own  familiar  places  there  to  claim. 

Free  scce^  to  that  dome  was  none  denied; 

Nor  outward  show  of  fashion  or  of  pride, 

Check'd  the  devotion  of  the  solemn  hour, 

Or  took  from   Truth  its  deep,  momentous  power. 

No  studied  eloquence  was  there  display'd, 
Nor  poetry  of  language  lent  its  aid. 


Bill  plain  the  words  wliich  from  the  preacher  came; 

A  preacher  youn?,  and  all  unknown  to  fame; 

While  youth  and  sge  a  listening  ear  inclined, 

To  learn  the  way  the  pearl  of  price  to  find. 

The  solemn  hymn,  to  ancient  music  set, 

In  many  a  heart  response  of  memory  met. 

To  me,  il  scem'd,  departed  Sabbaths  hung 

Upon  those  notes,  which  gave  the  past  a  tongue 

To  speak  again  in  voices  from  tlie  dead, 

And  wake  an  echo  from  their  silent  bed. 

Oh !   what  a  power  hath  music !   how  it  sinks 
Into  the  spirit's  fountain 'depths,  and  drinks 
Familiar  draughts  perchance  long  buried  there. 
And  blends  the  scenes  that  were,  with  scenes  that  art 
All  Nature  seem'd   to  hail   thai  Sabbath  mom, 
Willi  sight  and  sound  religion  to  adorn. 
The  hills  with  verdure  crown'd,  majestic  stood, 
Tiie  water'd  valley,  and  the  vocal  wood, 
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Mna  WooDBBUNiB  ua  worthy  deaceDdanC  of  very  worthy  Uicestors; 
three  of  wboo)  were  k>  eminent  for  their  godly  and  cliaritable  live*,  an 
lo  be  choMD  by  Mrs,  Sigoumey,  in  her  Biography  of  Pioiu  Women,  to 
■et  Ibrth  the  brightert  ezamptes  of  religious  excellence.  They  lived 
at  Stockbridge,  Hanachusetta ;  and  the  subject  of  this  brief  notice, 
who  was  bom  in  Penobacot  County,  He.,  spent  the  happiext  period  of 
ber  ehildbood  and  youth  among  the  bills  of  Berkshire,  "  the  Switzerland 
of  America."  Her  first  poetical  efforts  were  published  in  the  village 
piper,  and  in  Hra.  Child's  Juvenile  Miscellany.  Afterwards  she  con- 
tributed to  the  New  York  Mirror,  and  wrote  many  tales  and  poems  Ibr 
tbe  anatiaU,  which  were  then  in  their  palmiest  days.  In  May  1836,  she 
became  a  teacher  in  the  Albany  Female  Academy ;  and  in  ten  years 
fnm  that  time,  rentovod  to  a  similar  institution  ni-wly  established  in 
BmAlyn,  where  die  still  pursues  with  mingled  gentlenen  and  energy, 
ber  Dsefiil  and  honourable,  though  often  wearieome,  vocation.  There 
is  much  simplicity  and  religious  hopefulncM  about  hn  efliiBions,  which 
are  mostly  inspired  by  the  feelings  of  friendship  and  sympathy. 


LIFE'S    LIGHT    AND    SHADE. 

How  etmngely  in  this  life  of  ours, 

light  falls  upon  the  darkest  shade! 
How  soon  the  thorn  is  hid  by  flowers! 

How  Hope,  sweet  spirit,  comes  to  aid 
The  heart  oppressed  by  care  and  pain ; 

She  whispers  "all  shall  yet  be  well!" 
We  listen  to  her  magic  strain, 

And  yield  the  spirit  to  her  spell. 

How  oft,  when  Love  is  like  a  bird 
Whose  weary  wing  droops  o'er  the  sea, 
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While  ni>i  an  atisweriiig  lone  is  heard, 

She  spies  a  verdunl  olive  Iree ; 
And  soon  within   that  aheltVing  bower, 

She  poura  her  very  soul  in  song; 
While  other  voices  wake  thai  hour, 

Her  gentle  numbers  to  prolong. 

Thus,  when  ihiB  heart  is  sad  and  lone, 

As  meriiory  wakes  her  dirge-like  hymiia 
When  Hojw  on  heavenward  wing  hath  flown, 

And  earth  seems  wrapped  in  shadows  dim  — 
O!  then  a  word,  a  glance,  a  smile, 

A   simple  flower,  or  Childliood's  glee. 
Will  each  sad  thought,  each  care  beguile, 

Till  joy's  bright  Ibuiilain  gnahes  free. 

To-day  its  waters  gladly  siirr'd, 

i  nigh  —  ihai  genile 
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TO     LILLIS. 

Wherk  ii  the  lily  now? 

Ijly,  sweet  aiicl  fair! 
Bloaaoms  it  'nealh  forest  hough, 

Shedding  TrHgrBnce  there? 
Doth  the  zephyr's  softest  kiss 

Touch  its  petals  sweet  ? 
Would  that  I  were  woodland  bough ! 

Or  the  zephyr  fleet ! 

Doth  the  lily  llourish  now? 

Doth  it  lift  its  head. 
Joyfully,  to  meet  the  morn  ? 

Are  tlie  night-dews  shed 
Lovingly,  on  petals  bright  ? — 

Would  1  were  the  Jew  ! 
Or  a  beam  vt  matin  light} 

And  I  'd  bless  it  too. 

Lily !   emblem  meet  art  thou 

Of  a  little  child  ! 
Such  as  Jesus  loved  to  bleM  — 

Meek,  and  undefded. 
We  will  trust  her  to  His  car«, 

To  His  fBiihrul  breast-, — 
lillie  dearest!  Ullic  fair! 

Therp,  with  thee,  we'll  rest 
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Eliz*beth  ChjUidlbr  was  bom  al  Centre,  ncsr  Witcnin^n,  Dela- 
ware, on  the  24[h  of  December,  1W7.  Her  fallier  naa  a  respectable 
farmer,  wlin  hid  been  tJacaled  libcml!)',  ond  liaci  studied  medicine;  but 
while  he  resiiled  in  the  cojntry  devoted  himself  principally  Co  agriciil- 
Iiire.  Her  mother  (whose  maiden  name  waa  Mnrgaret  Rvana)  died  when 
she  was  an  infant;  and  soon  afl^r  tliU event,  the  Jam ily  removed  to  Phila- 
delphia, where  Elizabeth  wan  placed  under  Iho  care  of  her  grandmother, 
attended  a  lichool  established  by  the  society  of  Friends,  and  quickly 
evinced  her  fondness  for  literary  pursuits,  and  her  genius  for  poetry. 

Before  the  was  sixteen,  she  had  contributed  many  excellent  articles 
in  prose  and  verse,  to  some  of  the  most  popular  magazines  of  the  day ; 
hilt  her  retiring  habits,  and  determined  resolution  to  keep  back  her  name 
from  the  public,  prevented  her  talents  from  obtaining  the  notice  they 
desr-rved.  She  became  a  member  of  an  Anti-Slavery  Society  in  Phila- 
delphia, and  laboured  with  her  pen  very  industriously  in  it*  behalf     In 
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WliSe  rack*  lac  fcc«H-«:acitf  i 


To  look  tk»«ea  l<i>:7-4»:u->  inrn'c  ' 

AmI  Tirv  Af  JBw'iw  1^11    ae  imnct  ^t  itr^ 

Wdctv  cv1uis-mm  ^a  ^m  ui  t«M&r*vfi. 

The  bmr  lancH  fn>i^  =jre  ziicun  luH. 
Tbe  qoin  auk  Ki«r~*^  la  (ui  nposfc. 
Tbe  cot.  haif  mcb  beand  tae  tC^<piaE  b£i. 

An  wn^kd  is  oae  veae  vriS  ]»j«s  fanaifjrtg  fkSL 


Tbe  Tnv  air  dm  bnaihn  uocod  mj  rbeck. 
The  smnnm  fra^raore  of  my  Buire  hilK 
Sttna  vhh  ihe  Tok«  tW  other  timM  to  »pnk. 
And.  while  ii  f»rh  unqniM  Twlinx  s&Us. 
Mt  pmriTC  KNiI  with  hiUov'd  nKmohcs  filb : 
Sly  bihen'  hall  if  ibfrr ;    ihrir  ft*t  han  piv«*'d 
The  flcwer-fmim'd  ownnD  of  ihrse  fnshin^  rills, 
Wlim  lifhily  on  the  water's  dimpled  bicwt. 
Their  own  lifht  buk  beside  the  fnil  tanoe  would  rest 


Oh !   if  there  is  in  btaotiful  and  lair, 
A  potency  to  charm,  a  power  to  ble«; 
If  bright  blae  skies  and  music-breathing  air, 
And  iiatuic  in  her  erery  varied  dress 
Of  peaceful  beauty  and  wild  loveliness. 
Can  shed  across  ilie  heart  one  sunshine  iay< 
Then  others,  too^  sweet  stream,  with  only  less 
Than  mine  own  joy,  shall  gaze,  and  bear  away 
Some  cherishM  thought  of  th«e  for  many  a  coming  day. 
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But  j-el  nol  utterly  obscure  thy  banks, 
Nor  bH  unknown  lo  )iistory's  page  thy  name ; 
For  lhi?re  wild  war  hath   pour'J  his  battle  ranks, 
And  siainp'd  in  characters  of  blood  and  dame, 
Thino  annuls  in  the  chronicles  of  fame. 
The  wave  that  ripplea  on,  so  calm  and  still. 
Hath  ireinbled  at  the  war-cry's  loud  acclaim. 
The  cannon's  voice  halh  roll'd  from  hill  lo  hill. 
And  'midst  ihy  echoing  vales  the  trump  hath  sounded  shrill. 

My  country's  standard  waved  on  yonder  height, 
Her  red  cross  banner  England  there  display'd, 
And  there  the  German,  who,  for  foreign  fighl. 
Had  left  his  own  domestic   hearth,  and  made 
War,  with  its  horrors  and  its  blood,  a  trade, 
Amidst  the  battle  stood;   and  all  the  day, 
The  bursting  bomb,  the  furious  cannonade. 
The  bugle's  niariial  notes,  the  musket's  piny, 
In  minglfd  uproar  wild,  resounded  far  away. 
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Was  but  the  owlet's  boding  rry  of  woe, 
The  flap  of  night-hawk's  wing,  and  murmuring  watns'  flon 

Bnt  it  is  over  now, — the  plough  hath  rased 
All  trace  of  where  war's  wasting  hand  hath  been; 
No  vestige  of  the  battle  may  be  traced, 
Save  where  the  share,  in  passing  o'er  the  scene, 
Turns  up  some  rusted  ball;    (be  maize  is  green 
On  what  was  once  the  death-bed  of  the  bnve; 
The  walera  have  resumed  their  wonted  sheen ; 
The  wild  bird  sings  in  cadeac«  with  the  wave, 
And  nought  remains  to  show  the  sleeping  soldier**  grave. 

A  pebble  stone  that  on  the  war-field  lay, 
And  a  wild^tMe  that  blossom'd  brightly  there. 
Were  all  the  relics  that  I  bore  away, 
To  tell  that  I  had  trod  the  scene  of  war, 
When  I  had  tum'd  niy  footsteps  homeward  lar. 
These  nuty  seem  childish  things  to  some;    to  me 
They  shall  be  treasured  ones;  and,  like  the  star 
That  guides  the  sailor  o'er  the  pathless  sea. 
They  shall  lead  back  my  thoughts,  loved  Brandywine,  to  tb 


THE     soldier's     PRArEB. 

Garden,  in  bii  "Anecdotei  of  tbc  Reioluiioo."  u-lien  deteribing  Iha 
Mfferingi  of  lbs  Brmy,  mention*  tlie  ciccomiiance  or  s  toldier  hariog 
e*meMl)r  eniroBtod  permiHion  lo  viiil  bit  familjr,  wliirh  wna  rerused, 
on  Ihe  ground  Ibal  the  tame  Tavoiir  muu  Ite  granieil  lo  oiheii,  who  niultl 
not  bfl  ipared  without  weakening  Ibe  army,  wlioie  strength  wai  alieady 
reduced  by  lieknets.  He  acquieaced  in  the  justice  of  the  ilenial,  Iiut 
added,  ibal  lo  him  refutal  would  be  death.  He  wag  a  brave  and  valu- 
able aoldier,  and  apparently  in  health  at  ihe  lime ; — but  bii  word*  were 

I  CAKE  not  for  the  hurried  march  through  August's  burning  nocm. 
Nor  for  the  long  cold  ward  at  night,  beneath  the  dewy  ir.oon; 
IVe  calmly  felt  the  winter's  storms,  o'er  my  unshelter'd  head. 
And  trod  the  snow  with  naked  foot,  till  every  track  waa  red  I 
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Mv  Boldicr's   r.i.-i;  is  poor  and  acanl  —  "lis  wlial  my  comrades 

Von  heaven  niy  only  canopy  —  bul  ihal  I  well  can  bear; 
A  dull  and  feverbh  weight  of  pain  is  pressing  on  my  brow, 
And  I  am  faint  with  recent  wounds  —  for  that  1  care  not  now. 


But  oh,  I  long  once 

place, 
To  clu?p  my  malher  lo  my  heart 
To  Itsl  cacli  well  remember^  lone,  to  gate 
That  met  my  ear,  or  ihriil'd  my  heart,  in 

by. 

In  vain  iviih  long  and  frecjuent  draught  of  ei 
A  quenchless  and  consuming  ihirat  is  ever  c 
The  very  air  that  fans  my  cheek  no  blessed  c 
A  burning  heat  or  chilling  damp  is  ever  on 


to  Tiew  my  childhood's   dwelling- 

my  father's  face  t 
long  gone 


ry  wave  I  sip, — 
my  lip! 
Illness  brings, — 
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It  wns  ■  Iwaiilirul  turn  given  by  a  grral  lady,  wlio  being  asked  when 
her  butband  was,  when  he  lay  concealed  tor  Laving  been  deeply  con- 
iwnicil  inacontpiracy,  refoluiely  aniwerud  iliai  ilie  had  AuUtx  Aim.  Tliia 
conreoiun  cauied  lier  to  be  cariied  before  llie  governor,  who  lold  her 
tfaai  nought  but  conreasini;  icfierr  she  had  bidden  him,  cautd  tave  her 
from  Uie  torture.  "And  will  tbai  do?"  said  ibe.  "Tea,"  replied  ibe 
gaveinur,  "I  will  paat  my  Mocd  lor  your  rarely,  on  that  condition." 
•-Tlien,"  replied  abe,  "1  liavfi  hidden  bim  in  my  heart,  wbete  you  may 


Stkb.**  faces  were  around  them  bent,  and  eyes  of  vengeful  ire, 
And  fearful  were  the  words  ihey  spake  of  torture,  stake,  and  fire : 
Tet  calmly  in  the  midst  she  stood,  with  eye  undimro'd  and 

clear, 
And  though  her  lip  and  cheek  were  white,  she  wore  no  si^ 

"Where  is  thy  traitor  spouse .'"  they  said; — a  half-fonn'd  smile 

of  scorn, 
That  curi'd  upon  her  hBUji^hty  lip,  whs  back  for  answer  borne ; — 
**  Where  is  thy  traitor  spouse  ?"  again,  in   fiercer  notes,  they 

And  sternly  pointed  to  the  rack,  all  rusted  o'er  with  red ! 

Her   heart  and  pulse   beat  firm   and   free — but  in  a  crimson 

flood. 
O'er  pallid  lip  and  cheek   and  brow,  rush'd    up    the    burning 

blood; 
She  spake,  but  proudly  rose  her  tones,  as  when  in  hall  or  bower, 
The  haughtiest  chief  that  round  her  stood  had  meekly  own'd 

their  power; 

"  My  noble  Lord  is  placed  within  a  safe  and  sure  retreat " — 
**t7ow  tell  us  where,  thou  lady  bright,  as  thou  wouldst  mercy 
meet, 
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Not  deem  thy  life  can  purchase  hie — he   cannot  'xcape    our 

wrath, 
For  inany  a  watrior'B  watchful  eye  it  placed  o'er  every  paili. 

"  But  thou  mayest  win  his  broad  estates  to  grace  thine  inrant 

heir, 
And  life  and  honour  to  thyself,  90  thou  his  haunts  declare." 
Slie  laid  her  hand  upon  her  heart ;  her  eye  llaeh'd  proud  and 

AnJ  firmer  grew  her  haughty  tread; — "My  lord  is  hidden  Are  .' 

"And  if  ye  seek  to  new  his  form,  ye  firet  must  tear  away, 
From    round    his    secret   dwelling-place  these  walls   of  living 

They  quailM   beneath    her  haughty  glance,  they  silent  tum'd 

aside, 
Anil  left  her  all  unharm'il  amidst  her  loveliness  and  pride! 
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Let  loose  at  once  for  havoc .'   I  should  quail 

Before  the  lerrora  of  the  forked  flash, 

Did  not  the  thought  of  ihee  triumphant  cla*h 
All  selfish  fearfl  aside,  and  bid  me  By 

To  kneel  beside  thy  grere;   the  rain-drops  plash 
Heavilf  round  thee  from  the  rifled  sky; 
Tet  I  am  here,  fear  not  —  beside  thy  couch  I  lie. 
Thou  canst  not  hear  me —  the  storm  brings  not  now 

One  terror  to  ihy  bosom — yet  'lis  sweet 
To  call  to  mind  the  smile,  wherewith  thy  brow 

Was  wont  in  by-gone  days  my  step  to  greet, 

When  o'er  the  earth  ihe  summer  tempest  beat. 
And  the  loosed  thunder  shook  the  heavens — but  when 

Was  there  a  look  of  mine  that  did  not  meet 
A  smile  of  love  from  thee  ?  the  world  of  men 
A  friend,  like  thou  hast  been,  will  never  yield  again. 

Ob '.   mother,  mother,  how  could  love  like  thine 
Pass  from  the  eurth  away !   on  other  eyes, 

The  glances  of  maternal  love  will  shine. 
And  still  on  other  liearts  the  blessing  lies, 
Thai  made  mine  blissful ;    yet  far  less  they  prize 

That  boon  of  liappiness — and  in  their  glee. 
Around  their  spirits  gather  many  lies 

Of  joy  and  tenderness  —  but  all  to  me 

That  made  the  earth  seem  bright,  is  sepulchred  with  thee. 

They  sometimes  strive  to  lead  nic  to  the  halls 

Where  wine  and  mirth  the  Heeling  moments  wing, 

But  on  my  clouded  spirit  sadness  falls 

More  darkly  then,  than  when  the  cave-glooms  fling 
Their  shadows  round  me,  and  the  night-winds  sing 

Through  the  torn  rocks  ilieir  melanclioly  dirge. 
Or  when  as  now  the  echoing  thunder  rings 

O'er  the  wide  heavens,  and  the  mad  gales  urge 

Unto  an  answering  cry,  the  overmastering  su^e. 
19 


flS  EMHA    C.     EHBtlBY. 

The  siDriiiH  of  nature  paas,  and  soon  no  tracre 
Is  lefi  lo  mark  iheir  ravage  —  bui  long  years 

PosB  litigcriiigly  onward,  nor  cflkre 

The  decj>-cul  channel  of  our  burning  tears, 
Or  achiuLT  scars,  that  wasling  sorrow  sears 

Upon   the  hreasl  r    li>!  even   now,  a  gleam 

Of  moonlight  llirough  the  broken  clouds  appears, 

To  blesa  the  earlli  ugaui.      I   fain   would  dream, 

It   waa  a  smile  of  lliine,  to   bless  me   with  its  beam. 
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TiiiB   gifled   lady  was   born  ii 
Manly,  litis  been  jimclitiing  as  a  physii 


k,  where  her  father.  Dr. 
iny  ypo-Ti     Shu  was  mar- 
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philcMophj  of  Toachitone  recogniBes,  a  poor  thing,  fir,  but  my  oitn.'" 
This  modcBt  little  book  containa  many  of  the  mott  exquiaite  longa 
that  were  ever  written,  the  pure  melodioui  accentB  of  music-makinf 
lore;  and  a  few  larger  poe[iis,inore  seriouB,  but  not  le«s  eweet  Mra. 
Embuiy  has  recently  written  a  proee  work  called  GlimptcM  of  Horn* 
lift,  whicb  well  niEtaiaa  the  reputatioa  which  has  bo  long  been  her^ 
a*  ooe  of  the  most  UKful  and  attractive  of  American  aiithoreaws. 

Hta.  Embury  reeidee  at  Brooklyn,  where  ahe  has  lived  ever  nnce 
ber  Dtarriage.  Her  many  home-bred  virtues  and  capabilities,  her  well- 
ordered  household,  and  the  happiness,  harmony,  and  content  which  reign 
ther«',  f«x>ve  a  delightful  contradiction  lo  the  vulgar  idea,  that  women 
of  genius  cannot  be  women  of  domestic  worth.  But  it  is  certainly 
tme,  a4  a  noble  writer  of  great  penetration  (Hannah  More)  affirms, 
tiiat "  those  women  who  are  so  puffed  up  with  the  conceit  of  talentj, 
as  to  neglect  the  plain  duties  of  life,  will  not  oflea  be  found  to  be 
wocncn  of  the  best  abilities."  No  employment  of  native  genius,  how- 
ever lofty  and  honourable  in  itself  considered,  no  exertion  after  the 
apptauae,  the  gratification,  or  even  the  improvement  of  the  public,  can 
•bscdve  a  wile  and  mother  from  her  highest,  holiest  obligation — to  make 
boDM  bappy. 


"THB     right     COMETH." 

Ye,  who  in  the  fielj  of  human  life 

Quickening  seeds  of  wisdom  fain  would  sow, 
Pause  not  for  the  angry  tempest's  strife, 

Shrink   not  from   the  noontide's  fervid  glow  — 
Labour  on,  while  yet  the  light  of  day 
Sheds  abroad  its  pure  and  hi  eased  ray, 

For  the  Night  cometh! 

Te,  who  at  man's  mightiest  engine  stand 
Moulding  noble  thought  into  opinion, 

Oh,  Slay  not,  for  weariness,  your  hand, 

Till  ye  fix  the  bounds  of  trulh's  dominion; 

Labour  on,  while  yet  ihe  light  of  day 

Sheds  upon  your  toil  ila  blessed  ray, 

For  the  Night  cometh  1 
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Ye,  to  whom  a  prophet  voice  is  given, 
Siirring  men,  as  by  a  trumpet's  call, 
Ulier  forth  Ihc  oracles  of  Heaveti  — 

Earili  gives  back  the  echoes  as  ihey  full : 
House  the  world's  greal  heart,  while  yet  ihe  day 
Breaks  life's  slumber  with  its  blessed  ray. 
For  the  Nighl  cometh ! 

Te,  who  in  home's  narrow  circle  dwell, 

Where  Love's  flame  lights  up  the  household  hearth, 
Weave  the  silken  bond,  ani]  frame  the  apeli, 

BiuJing  heart  to  heart  throughout  the  earllii 
rica^nt  toil  ia  yours ;  the  light  of  day 
Ou  nought  holier  sheds  its  blessed  ray, 

Yet  the  Night  coincth! 


Diverse  though  our  paths  in  life  may  be, 
Each  is  sent  some  mission  to  fulfil; 
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THE     TEHPBRT. 
M  — 27. 


Midnight  wa«  on  ihe  mighty  deep, 
And  darkness  filled  the  boundless  sky, 

While  'mid  the  raging  wind  waa  heard 
The  sea-binl's  mournful  cry ; 

For  tempest  clouds  were  niusiering  wrath 

Across  the  seaman's  trackless  path. 

It  csme  at  length  —  one  fearful  gust 
Rent  from  the  mast  the  ghivering  sail, 

And  drove  the  helplesi  bark  along, 
The  playlhing  of  the  gale, 

While  fearfully  the  lightning's  glare 

Fell  on  the  pale  brows  gathered  there. 

But  there  was  one  o'er  whose  bright  face 
Unmarked  ihe  livid  lightning  flashed ; 

And  on  whose  stiriess,  prnstrate  form 
Unfelt  the  sea-spray  danhed; 

For  'mid  the  tempest  fierce  and  wild, 

He  slumbered  like  a  wearied  child. 

Oh!  who  could  look  upon  that  face, 
And  feel  the  sting  of  coward  fear  1 

Though  hell's  fierce  demons  raged  around) 
Tet  heaven  itself  was  here; 

For  who  that  glorious  brow  could  see, 

Nor  own  a  present  Deity  ? 

With  hurried  fear  they  press  around 
The  lowly  Saviour's  humble  bed, 

As  if  his  very  touch  had  power 

To  shield  iheir  souls  from  dread; 
19* 


VV)iile,  cradled  on  the  raging  deep, 
He  lay  in  calm  and  tranquil  sleep. 

Vainly  ilicy  siriiggled  with  their  fL-iirs, 
Bui  wilder  still  the  lempest  woke, 

Till  from  tlieir  full  and  n'erfmught  heuria 
The  voice  of  terror  broke : 

"  Behold !  we  sink  beneath  the  wave, 

We  perish,  Lord !  but  thou  canst  save." 

Slowly  he  rose ;  and  mild  rebuke 
Shone  iu  his  soft  mid  heaven-lit  eye: 

"Oh  ye  of  little  faith,"  he  cried, 
"  h  not  your  master  nigh  ? 

Is  not  yimr  hope  of  succour  just? 

Why  know  ye  Dot  in  whom  ye  trust  f" 

He  turned  away,  and  conscious  power 

Dilated  his  majestic  form, 

r  the  boiling  sea   be  btnl, 


Jiirx    or    FSANGE. 

"jMnne  it  Titnee  ittnt  fillt  de  Louis  XI.  et  soeiir  it  Charlri  Till. 
Od  la  maii  i  I'tge  de  Tinp  deux  ans  avec  Loiiii  Xll^  I'an  M76.  Elle 
«D  uM  iHPn  BTPc  lui  pendant  qu'  11  ftoil  ilisgracii  ;  fI  ce  Tut  die  iiui,  par 
■e*  priem,  1e  fli  nnii  ile  pHxtn,  ]*an  1401 ;  mail  cela  ne  ful  poinl 
capable  de  balancer  dam  1e  cocur  do  son  imiri  rinclination  violenie  qu' 
il  avoii  poui  ]■  Teure  de  Chnrlea  Vlll.  C'eioit  Anne  de  Breugne,  il 
raroil  sim^,  el  en  iToil  i\i  e\m6  nvani  qu'  elle  epouifli  Clin  rip*.  Afin 
done  de  conlenler  »on  onvie,  Ufil  romprt  wm  mariagt,  el  il  promil  tanl 
de  iwonipenie  au  Pape  Alexandre  VI.  qu'  il  en  oblini  tout  ce  qu'  il 
Toil  I  lit." — 5aylt — DKliomaiTi. 

Pile,  cxiXA  and  itatue-like  fhe  sate,  and  her  impeded  breath 
C^me  gaspingly,  aa  if  her  heart  was  in  the  gra^p  of  death, 
While   listening   to   the   harsh   decree  that    robbed  her  of   a 

throne. 
And  left  the  gentle  child  of  kings  in  ttie  wide  world  alone. 

And   fearful    was   her    look  \    in   vain    her    trembling   maidens 

With   all   affection's   tender  care,  round  her  whom  well   they 

Stirless  she  sate,  as  if  enchained  by  some  resistless  spell. 
Till  with  one  wild,  heart-piercing  shriek  in  their  embrace  she 
fell. 

How  bitter  was  the  hour  she  woke  from  that  long  dreamless 

The  veriest  wretch  might  pity  then  the  envied  Jane  of  France ; 
But  soon  her  o'erfraught  heart  gave  way,  tears   came   to   he'r 

And  thus,  in  low  and  plaintive  tones,  she  breathed  her  hope- 
less grief: 

"Oh!  ever  have  I  dreaded  this,  since  at  the  holy  shrine 
My  trembling  hand  tirst  felt  the  cold,  reluctant  grasp  of  thine, 
And  yet  I  hoped  —  My  own  beloved,  how  may  I  teach  my  heart 
To  gaze  upon  thy  gentle  face  and  know  that  we  must  part  ? 
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"Too  wel!    1    knew  ihou    lovedsl  me    nol,  but  ah!   I   fondly 

ihouglit 
Thai  years  of  such   deep  love  as  mine  some  change  ere  this 

had  wroughl ; 
[  drismed  the  hour  might  yet  arrive,  when,  sii-k   of  paasion's 

Btrife, 
Thy  heart  would  turn  with  quiet  joy  to  thy  negtecied  wife, 

"  Vain,  fiiolish  hope !  how   could    I   loolc  upon   thy  glorious 

And  think  that  e'er  the  lime  might  come  when  thou  wonldsl 

cense  to  charm  ? 
For  ne'er  till  then  wilt  thou  be  freed  from  beauty's  magic  art, 
Or  ce&ae  to  prize  a  sunny  smile  beyond  a  faithful  hearL 


"111  vain  from  memory's  darkened  scroll  wonld  other  ihotights 
The    loathing    thai    was    in    thine    eye,   whene'er   it   mei    my 


*'Ala8!  it  IB  B  heavy  taak  to  curb  the  haughty  aoul, 

And  bid  th'  unbending  spirit  bow  that  never  knew  control; 

But    harder   atill    when    thiu    the    heart    against    itself   must 

rise, 
And  struggle  on,  while  every  hope   that  nerved  the  wu&re 

dies. 

''Tet  all   this  have   I  borne    for  thee  —  ay,   for   thy   sake   I 

learned 
The  gentleness   of  thought  and  word  which  once  roy  proud 

heart  spumed ; 
The   treasures  of  an  untouched   heart,  the  wealth   of  love's 

rich  mine, 
These  are  the  offerings  that  I  Uud  upon  my  idol's  shrine. 

"  In  vain  I  breathed   my  vows   to  heaven,  'tw«s  mockery  of 

,  I  saw  but  Louis  there: 
To   him   I  gave   the    worship    that   I   should    have    paid    my 

God, 
But  oil !  should  his  have  been  the  hand  to  wield  the  avenging 

rod? 


Comb  to  me.  Love;  forget  each  sordid  duty 
That  chains  thy  footsieps  lo  the  crowded  mart, 

Coiue,  look  with  me  upon  earth's  summer  beauty, 
And  let  its  influence  cheer  thy  weary  heart 
Come  to  me,  Love! 

Come  to  me,  Love  -,  the  voice  of  song  is  Bwellin{ 
Prom  nature's  harp  in  every  varied  tone, 

And  many  a  voice  of  bird  and  bee  is  telling- 
A  tale  of  joy  amid  the  forests  lone ; 

Come  to  me,  Love! 
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Come  to  me,  Lore ;  my  heart  can  never  dovbt  thee, 
Yel  for  thy  sweet  companionahip  I  pae; 

Oh,  never  more  can  joy  be  joy  without  thee, 
My  pleasures,  even  aa  my  life,  are  thine; 
Come  to  me,  Love! 


FAREWELL. 

Go,  dearest  one,  nor  think  my  heart 

Will  ever  breathe  a  sigh, 
Because  it  never  more  may  share 

Thy  glorious  destiny, 
Hy  love  has  never  sought  reward, 

T  was  joy  enough  for  me 
To  dwell  within  my  solitude. 

And  cherish  thonghte  of  thee. 

While  yet  a  child  I  freely  gave 
Afiection's  untold  wealth, 

Sinte  ihcn  Pvo  seen  the  swift  decay 
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Not  all  another's  happier  lore 

Thoae  bright  tuils  can  e&ce; 
Her  lot  must  be  a  joyoua  one, 

If  thoo  her  fate  control, 
But  1  hare  known  that  higher  blite— 

A  union  of  the  Boul. 

Farewell,  beloved  one:  when  thy  brow 

The  laurel-crown  ehalt  bind, 
When  men  are  taught  by  thee  to  own 

The  sorereignty  of  mind, 
Then  think  of  one  who  looks  on  tbea 

With  more  th&n  woman's  pride, 
And  glories  in  the  thought  that  she 

Has  been  thy  spirit's  brid& 

MAIDEir    FURITT. 

Be  thine  the  emblem,  sweet  one  —  watch  and  pray. 
Win  thy  young,  stainless  heart  from  earthly  things ; 

Oh!  wait  not  thou  till  life's  bright  morning  ray 
Only  o'er  blighted  hopes  its  radiance  flings, 

But  give  to  Heaven  thy  sinless  spirit  now, 

E>e  sorrow's  tracery  mar  thy  placid  brow. 

Sinless  and  pure  thou  art,  yet  is  thy  soul 

Filled  with  s  maiden's  vogue  and  pleasant  dreams, 

Sweet  fentwies  that  mock  at  truth's  control. 
Like  atoms  round  thee  float  in  fancy's  beams ; 

But  trust  them  not,  young  dreamer  —  bid  them  flee, 

They  have  deceived  all  others,  and  wilt  thee. 

Well  can  I  read  thy  thoughts  —  thy  gentle  heart 
(Already  woman's  in  its  wish  to  bless) 

Now  longs  for  one  to  whom  it  may  impart 
Its  untold  wealth  of  hidden  teademess, 


And  yearns  to  know  ihe  r 
Thai  wakes  when  fancy  si 


aning  of  the  thrill 
)  afiecti oil's  rill. 


Thou  dreaniest  of  Inve's  happiness,  —  the  deep 
And  placid  joy  which  poets  paint  so  well. 

Alaa  !  our  pasiions,  even   when  they  sleep. 

Like  ocean  waves,  are  heaved  with  secret  swell, 

And  they  who  hear  ilie  frequent,  low-brealhed  sigh, 

Know  'tis  the  wading  of  the  storm  gone  by. 

Vain,  vain  are  all  ihy  visions ;  couldsi  thou  know 
The  secrets   of  a   woman's   weary  lot. 

Oh  !  couldsl  Ihou  read  upon  her  pride-veiled  brow 
Her  wasted  tendemesa,  her  love  forgot, 

in  humbleness  of  heart  thou  wouldsi  kneel  down, 

And  pray  for  strength  to  wear  her  martyr  crown. 


-EIIIIA    C.     EKBOBY.  2 

Thus  doth  my  spirit  turn  to  thee, 
My  guiding  star  o'er  life's  wild  sea. 
How  have  I  thought  of  thee  ?  as  kneeli 

The  Persian  at  the  shrine 
Of  his  resplendent  god,  to  watch 

His  earliest  glories  shine ; 
Thus  doth  my  spirit  bow  to  thee, 
Mj  soul's  own  radiant  deity. 

C05FlSKirCE     IN     UEATBir. 

It  is  in  vam  the  weary  spirit  strives 

With  that  which  doth  consume  it ;  —  there  is  bom 

A  strength  from  sufiering  which  can  laugh  to  scorn 
The  stroke  of  sorrow,  even  thouglt  it  rives 
Our  very  heart-strings;  —  but  the  grief  that  lives 

For  ever  in  the  heart,  and  day  by  day 

Wastes  the  soul's  high-wrought  energies  away, 
And  weaia  the  lofty  spirit  down,  and  gives 

Its  own  dark  hue  to  life,  oh!  who  can  bear? 

Tet,  as  the  black  and  threatening  tempests  bring 
New  fragrance  to  earth's  flowers,  and  tints  more  fair, 

So  beneath  sorrow's  nurture  virtnea  spring. 
Tonth,  health,  and  hope,  may  fade,  but  there  is  left 
A  soul  that  trusts  in  Heaven,  though  thus  of  all  beni^ 

REHKHBKAirCE. 

Thod  hast  len  us,  and  for  ever; 

The  light  of  those  sweet  eyes 
WUI  beam  upon  us  never 

Till  we  meet  beyond  the  skies. 
Life's  sunshine  was  around  thee, 

The  world  looked  glad  and  bright, 
And  the  ties  of  love  that  bound  thee 

Might  have  stayed  thy  spirit's  flight; 
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Bai  the  bondi  that  earih  entwineth 
Are  all  too  weak  to  stay. 

When  the  far  olf  Heaven  shineth, 
The  spirit's  upward  way. 

Thou  hasi  left  us,  and  for  ever; 

Tliy  smile  of  quiet  inirlh, 
Thy  low  sweet  voice,  shall  never 

Soothe  our  aching  hearts  on  earth 
The  jnya  thy  presence  cherished 

Like  mourning  dreaina  have  Hed, 
And  many  a  fair  hope  perished 

Upon  thy  narrow  bed. 
For  the  love  thai  we  have  borne  the 

Thy  loss   we  needs  niusl  weep. 
But  even  while  we  mourn  thee, 

We  envy  thee  thy  sleep. 
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TOOB,    BUT    HAPPT. 


Wk'll  have  b  eot 
Upon  the  banks  of  some  meandering  etream, 
WhoM  ripple,  like  die  mnnnur  of  a  dreamy 
Shall  be  out  music:  roaet  there  shall  twine 
Around  the  casement,  with  the  jessamine, 
WhoM  Htany  blossoms  shine  out  from  beneath 
Their  veiling  leaves,  like  hope,  and  whose  bint  breath 
Is  sweei  as  memory's  perfume.     All  the  flowers 
That  nature  in  her  richest  bounty  showers 
Shall  deck  our  home :  fresh  violets,  that,  like  light, 
And  love,  and  hope,  dwell  everywhere;  the  bright 
And  fragrant  honeysuckle,  too;  our  feet 
Shall  press  the  daisy's  bloom.    Oh  1  'l  will  be  sweet 
To  sit  within  the  porch  at  eventide, 
And  drink  the  breath  of  heaven  at  thy  dear  side. 
The  sky  will  wear  a  smile  unseen  before, 
The  sun  for  me  more  genial  light  will  pour, 
Earth  will  give  out  its  treasures  rich  and  rare, 
New  health  will  come  in  every  balmy  air. 

Then  thou  wilt  ope  to  me  great  Nature's  book, 
And  nightly  on  the  star-gemmed  heavens  we'll  look; 
Thou,  with  the  pride  of  knowledge,  wilt  unfold 
Tlie  mighty  chart  where  science  is  enrolled, 
And  gaily  smile  when  I  recount  to  thee 
My  wild  and  wayward  flights  of  fantasy ; 
For  the  frail  beings  of  my  dreamy  heaven 
Shrink  from  the  light  by  scholiast  wisdom  given. 
Will  thou  not  joy  to  see  the  vivid  glow 
Of  my  expanded  roind,  when  I  shall  owe 
I  all  to  thee  ? 
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Methinks  it  would  be  grief  for  me  lo  beat 
E'en  blias,  beloved,  unless  ihou  too  might  share; 
Bui  oh !  were  joy  poured  forth  in  such  excess, 
My  heart  would  break  from  fery  happiness. 


Bbcacse  my  heart  dwelt  not  like  doistered  nun 
In  lonely  cell  unquiet  silence  keeping, 

Because  it  went  forth  'neaili  Hope's  blessed  sun, 

And  freely  shared  another's  joy  and  weeping, 

Thou  hast  mistaken  me. 

Because  my  sympathy  awoke  from  sleep, 
And  frankly  did  unclose  affection's  portal 

To  thoughts  of  tenderness  as  pure,  as  deep. 
As  ever  proved  the  huniaii  soul  immortal, 

Tliou  host  mistaken  me. 
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Safe  in  mdiltrenee,  1  had  ninly  hoped 
To  Bcom  the  sympathy  ]  might  nol  share, 

And  little  thought  mine  own  hand  would  have  oped 
My  bosom's  portal  to  returning  care. 

How  burcB  the  blush  of  shame  upon  my  cheek  — 
How  bends  to  earth  in  ^ef  my  haughty  brow, 

When  thus  I  find  myself  disarmed  and  weak 
Before  the  ideal  shapes  that  haunt  me  now ! 

Oh  God!  Jiow  long,  misled  by  ening  thought, 
Shall  I  grope  darkly  on  in  feeling's  maze? 

When  shall  1  be  by  Time's  sad  lessons  taught. 
And  reach  my  home  of  rest  by  quiet  ways  i 

oh!  tbll  me  rot  of  loftt  fatk. 

Oh  !  tell  me  not  of  lofty  fiite, 

Of  glory's  deatl)less  name; 
The  bosom  Love  leaves  desolate. 

Has  naught  to  do  with  fame. 

Vainly  philosophy  would  soar — 
Love's  height  it  may  not  reach ; 

The  heart  soon  learns  a  sweeter  lore 
Than  ever  sage  could  teach. 

The  cup  may  bear  a  poisoned  draught, 

The  aliar  may  he  cold, 
But  yel  the  chalice  will  be  qoafled  — 

The  shrine  sought  as  of  old. 

Man's  sterner  nature  turns  away 

To  seek  ambition's  goal ; 
Wealth's  glittering  gifts,  and  pleasure's  ray, 

May  charm  his  weary  soul;— 


EMBDBY. 

1  knows  one  only  dream  — 


Thai  broker 

For  un  life's  dark  and  ah 

Hope's  sunbeam  rests  t 


Ah!  is  this,  then,  the  common  loi  — 

The  end  of  earlhiy  love  and  trust  ? 
To  be  by  cherished  ones  forgot, 

When  the  fraii  body  sleeps  in  dust? 
Shall  hearts,  which  now  with  lo»e  nin  o'l 

Retain  for  us  no  deeper  trace 
Than  leaves  the  foot-prjnl  on  the  ahore, 

Which  the  next  wavelet  may  c&ce  ? 

Shult  those  who  once  could  only  live 
Within  the  sunshine  of  our  smile, 


g'^e 
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But  hope's  sweet  suiuhine  smiles  again 
On  all  things  save  the  funeral  poll: — 

Anon  the  dirge's  mournful  measure 

Is  changed  to  some  less  saddening  strain, 

And  soon  the  echoing  voice  of  pleasure 
Tells  Love  and  Grief  alike  were  vain. 

We  form  new  schemes  of  future  bliss, 

New  flowers  spring  up  to  cheer  our  way, 
And  scarcely  from  our  side  we  miss 

The  partners  of  life's  earlier  day ; 
Alas!  how  vain  our  noblest  feelings, 

How  idle  would  action  seem. 
Did  not  God  give  us  hright  revealings 

Of  Life,  where  Love  is  not  a  dream! 


When  tike  a  feiry  scene,  in  yoath, 

The  untried  world  is  spread  before  us, 
When  hacy  wears  the  garb  of  truth, 

And  sunny  skies  are  shining  o'er  us; 
When  never  yet  a  dream  of  woe 

The  heart's  deep  sympathies  have  stirred, 
How  little  tlien  our  spitits  know 

The  evils  of  a  thoughtless  word  I 

When  one  by  one  our  joys  depart, 

When  hope  no  more  each  bright  hour  measures, 
When,  like  a  Niobe,  the  heart 

Sits  lonely  'mid  its  perished  treasures; 
When  far  from  human  aid  we  turn. 

And  human  comfort  is  unheard. 
Oh!  then,  how  bitterly  we  learn 

The  anguish  of  a  thoughtless  word  I 
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Mrs.  Whitmak,  whopc  maiden  name  was  Power,  is  a  native  of  Pro- 
vidence, Rhode  Ulinil.  Iter  lather,  »  merchant  ot  that  city,  was 
d««cende<l  rmm  Nichelaa  Power,  who,  wtUi  a  few  itlhcr  bold  spirits, 
consorteO  with  Roger  Willianis  after  hia  exile  froin  Salem,  "  to  e«tab- 
lieh  in  the  wildernew,  a  communtlf  mainUining  the  entire  einancipttion 
of  the  individual  mind  ftom  all  tipirilml  jurisdiction  and  Ihrildiim.'*  For 
hJH  liberal  opinioni  he  was  lUiberallj  arraigned  before  tbr?  Ciencral  Court 
of  Moanchusetts,  in  l&U. 

Mice  Power  was  married  in  IBM  to  John  Winslow  Whitman,  a  son 
of  the  Hon.  KilbomWhitnian,  of  Pembroke,  Mass^;  and  a  descendant  on 
the  mother's  side  from  Edaiird  Winalow,  the  first  governor  of  Plymouth. 
Mr.  Whitman  passed  hiachildhood  at  the  residence  of  his  grandlather, 
Careen'ell  liirm,  MarshGeld.  We  mention  Uiiis  becmiee  it  u-as  a  Epoi 
that  possessed  many  clinrms  for  the  poetical  mind  of  his  gifted  wife,  who 
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to  hevilj,  iwtare,  and  truth.  Her  love  for  natura  has  made  her  a  keen 
ohMrrer,  and  many  of  her  descriptions  are  mnst  exquiaitely  painted 
laodKapeo.  Her  ear  ia  fine  for  the  melody  of  langtuge,  and  her  laate 
correct  in  the  use  of  it. 


THOrCHTS    OF     THK     PAST. 

■A  gnca  and  >ileat  spot  among  Ibe  hilla." 

Cd 

I:*  the  soft  gloom  of  iummer'a  balmy  ere, 
When  froia  the  lingering  glances  of  the  aun 
The  and  earth  turns  away  h^r  blushing  cheek, 
Mantling  its  glow  in  twilight's  shadowy  veil,— 
Oft  'mid  the  falling  dews  I  Inve  to  stmy ; 
Onward  and  onward  through  the  pleasant  fields, 
Far  up  the  lilied  borders  of  the  stream, 
To  this  **  green  silent  spot  among  the  hills," 
Endeared  by  thronging  memories  of  the  past. 


Oft  have  I  lingered  on  this  rustic  bridge, 

To  view  the  limpid  waters,  winding  on 

Under  dim-vaulted  woods,  whose  woven  boughs 

Of  beach,  and  maple,  and  broad  sycamore. 

Throw  their  soft  moving  shadows  o'er  the  wave. 

While  bloesomed  vines,  dropt  to  the  water's  brim, 

Hang  idly  swaying  in  the  summer  wind. 

The  birds  that  wander  thro'  the  twilight  heaven 
Are  mirror'd  far  beaeath  me;  —  and  young  leaves 
That  tremble  on  the  birch  tree's  silver  boughs, 
In  tiie  cool  wave  reflected,  gleam  below 
Like  twinkling  stars  athwart  the  verdant  gloom. 

A  sound  of  rippling  water  rises  sweet 
Amid  the  silence ;  and  the  western  breeze 
Sighing  throng  sedges,  and  low  meadow  blooms, 
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Conies  wafting  gentle  Ihoughts  rrom  Memory's  land, 
And  wakes  l!ie  long  hushed  rausic  of  ihe  heart. 

Oft  deivy  spring  halh  brimmed  the  brook  with  showen, 

Oft  lialh  the  long,  bright  Hummer  fringed   its  banks 

With   fragnint  blossoms,  and  llie  autumn   sere 

Shed  mellow  hues  on  all  its  wooded  shores, 

Since  first  I  irod  these  paths  in  youth's  sweei  prime, 

With  loved  ones  whom  time's  desolating  wave 

Ilath  wafied  now  for  ever  from  my  side. 

The  living  stream  still  lingers  on  its  way 

In  idle  dalliance  with  Ihe  dew-lipped  flowers, 

That  loss  their  fairy  heads  at  its  caress, 

Or  trembling  listen   to  its  silver  voice  ; 

While  ibrougli  yon  rifled  boughs,  the  evening  star 

Is  seen  above  the  hill-top,  beautiful 

As  when  on  many  a  balmy  summer  night, 

Lapp'd   in  siveet  dreams,  '-in   holy  passion  hush'd," 
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8mi  huinting  memories  of  our  Eden  home;  — 
If  ol  all  in  vain  ! 

Meantime  in  patient  trust 
Beat  we  on  Nature's  bosom ;  from  her  eye 
Serene  and  >till,  drinking  in  faith  and  love; 
To  her  calm  pulse  attempering  the  heart 
That  throbs  too  wildly  for  ideal  bhss. 
Oh!  holy  mother,  heal  me,  for  1  faint 
Upon  life's  arid  pathway,  and  "  my  feet 
On  the  dark  mountains  stumble  T'     Near  thy  heart 
Cloae  nestling  let  me  lie,  and  let  thy  breath, 
Fragrant  and  cool,  lall  on  my  fever'd  cheek. 
As  in  those  unworn  ages  ere  pale  thought 
Forestall'd  life's  patient  harvesl.     Give  me  strength 
In  generous  abandonment  of  heart, 
To  follow  wheresoe'er  o'er  the  world's  waste 
The  cloudy  pillar  moveih,  till  at  last 
It  guides  to  pleasant  vales  and  pastures  green. 
By  the  still  waters  of  eternal  life  ! 


In  April's  dim  and  showery  nights, 
When  wandering  perfumes,  faint  and  rare, 
Float  on  the  breeze ;   and  phosphor  lights 
Glimmer  and  &de  along  the  air; 

When  the  green  turf  is  white  with  flowers, 
Where  orchards  shed  their  floral  wreath, 
And  like  the  tairy-gifted  child, 
Drop  precious  pearis  at  every  breath; 

When  all  night  long  the  boughs  are  stirr'd 
With  fitful  warblings  from  the  nest, 
And  the  heart  flutters  like  a  bird. 
With  its  sweet,  passionate  unrest ; 
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Oh !   then,  beloved,  I  ihliik  oit  ihee ! 
Anil  on  that  life,  so  strangely  fair, 
Ere  yet  one  cloud  of  memory 
Had  gather'd  in  hope's  golden  air. 

I  think  on  thee,  and  thy  lone  grave, 
On  the  green  hill-eide  far  away; 
I  see  the  wilding  (lowers  that  nave 
Around  thee,  as  the  niglit-winds  sway. 

Though  Hope  can  ne'er  on  earth  fulfil 
The  glory  of  her  morning  dream, 
The  mystic  soul  of  Nature    still 
Resumes  her  sn-eei,  unfailing  theme. 

A  a  Proserpine  returned  once  more 
On  Enna'a  flowery  fields  to  rove, 
Slill  doth  the  breathing  spring  restore 
Tlie  sorrowing  heart  to  light  and  love. 

And  slill  though  only  clouds  remain 

■ 
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Beheld  his  bannered  annies  on  the  heiglit, 

And  heard  their  clarion  sound  through  all  the  itormy  night. 

The  valiant  boy  that  o'er  the  twilight  wold 
Tracked  the  dark  lion  and  ennanguined  bear; 

F<dlowiiig  their  bloody  footsteps  from  the  fold 
Far  down  the  gorges  to  their  lonely  lair; 

Thl<  the  stout  heart,  that  from  the  lion's  jaw 

Bftck  o'er  the  shuddering  waste  the  bleeding  victim  bore. 

Though  his  tair  locks  lie  all  nnBhom  and  bare 
To  the  bold  toying  of  the  mountain  wind, 

A  conscious  glory  haunts  the  o'ershadowing-  air. 
And  waits  with  glittering  coil  his  brows  to  bind. 

While  his  proud  temples  bend  superbly  down, 

As  if  they  fell  e'en  now  the  burden  of  a  crown. 

Though  a  stem  sorrow  slumbers  in  his  eyes. 

As  if  his  prophet  glance  foresaw  the  day 
When  the  dark  waters  o'er  his  soul  should  rise, 

And  friends  and  lovers  wander  far  away ; 
Tel  ihe  graced  impress  of  that  floral  mouth 
Breathes  of  love's  golden  dream  and  the  voluptuous  South. 

Peerless  in  beauty  as  the  prophet  star, 

That  in  the  dewy  trances  of  the  dawn 
Floats  o'er  the  solitary  hills  afar. 

And  brings  sweet  tidings  of  the  lingering  mom; 
Or  weary  at  the  day-god's  loitering  wain. 
Strikes  on  the  harp  of  light  a  soh  prelusive  strain. 

So  his  wild  harp  with  psaltery  and  shawm 
Awoke  the  nations  in  thick  darkness  furled. 

While  mystic  winds  from  Gilead'a  groves  of  balm 
Wafted  its  sweet  hosannas  through  the  world ; 

So  when  the    day-spring  from  on  high  he  sang, 

With  joy  the  ancient  hills  and  lonely  valleys  rang. 

ai  a 
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Ay,  this  is  he  —  tlie  minstrel,  prophet,  king. 
Before  whose  arm   princes  and  warriors  sank  ; 

Who  dwelt  beneath  Jehovah's  mighty  wing. 
Ami   from  the  ''  river  of  his  plensures"  drank ; 

Or  i)iroiigh  the  rent  pavilionB  of  the  storm 

Beheld  the  cloud  of  fire  that  veiled  his  Rwful  form. 

And  now  he  stands  as  when  in  Eluh's  vale, 
Where  warriors  set  the  iiattle  in  array, 

He  met  the  Tilan  in  his  ponderous  tnail, 

Whose  haughty  ehrtllcnge  many  a  Summer's  day 

Rang  through  the  horder  hills,  while  all  the  hoat 

Of  faithless  Israel  heard  and  trembled  at  his  boasL 

Till  the  slight  stripling  from  the  mountain  fold 
Stood,  all  unarm'd,  amid   iheir  sounding  shields, 

And  in  his  youth's  first  bloom,  devoutly  bold, 
Bared  the  grim  rharnpion   of  a  thonsand  fields; 
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These,  which  m  ehann'd  my  careleu  heirt 

In  happy  days  gone  by, 
A  deeper  ndneM  now  impart 

To  memory's  thonghliiil  eye. 
They  apeak  of  one  who  sleeps  in  death, 

Her  race  untimely  o'er, 
Who  ne'er  shall  taste  Spring's  honied  breath, 

Nor  see  her  glories  more. 

Of  one  who  shared  with  me,  in  youth, 

Life's  sunshine  and  its  £owers, 
And  kept  unchanged  her  bosom's  truth 

Through  all  its  darLest  hours. 
Ste  &ded  when  the  leaves  were  sere. 

And  wailed  the  Autumn  blast; 
With  all  the  glories  of  the  year 

From  earth  her  spirit  pass'd. 

Again  the  nodding  lilac  bows 

Beneath  its  plumy  crest; 
In  yonder  hedge  the  hawthorn  blows. 

The  robin  builds  his  nest. 
The  floating  vines  she  loved  to  train 

Around  her  lattice,  rear 
Their  snowy  coronals  again, 

And  hang  their  garlands  there. 

But  she  can  bloom  on  earth  no  more 

Whose  early  doom  I  mourn, 
Nor  Spring,  nor  Summer,  ran  reatoie 

Our  flower  untimely  shorn; 
Her  smile  is  gone,  which  beamed  on  me 

With  mild  and  stead&st  light; 
Her  rosy  lips  have  mournfully 

Breathed  out  their  last  good  night. 
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She  ne'er  wilt  hear  again  the  song 

or  merry  birds  in  spring, 
Nor  mam  ihe  flowery  braes  amon^ 

In  the  year's  young  blossoming- 
Nor  longer  in  ihe  lingering  light 

Of  Summer's  eve  shall  we, 
Lock'd  hand  in  hand,  together  sit 

Beneath  the  green-wood  tree. 

'Tis  therefore  that  I  dread  to  see 

The  glowing  Summer's  sun, 
And  balmy  blossoms  on  the  tree, 

Unfolding  one  by  one. 
They  speak  of  things  which  once  hare  been, 

But  never  more  can  be; 
And  earth,  all  deck'd  in  smiles  again, 

Is  still  a  waste  to  me. 
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Thoogh  every  line  of  ihat  sweet  thoufhtful  fece 
Seems  touched  by  sorrow  to  a  softer  grace, 
Though  o*er  thy  cheek^s  young  bloom  a  blight  hath  paas'd, 
And  djmm'd  its  pensive  beauty^ — from  ihine  eye, 
With  the  soft  gloom  of  gathering  tears  o'ercasi, 
Dolh  lore  shine  forth  o'er  all  triumphantly; 
A  light  which  shame  nor  sorrow  could  impair, 
Vnqueoch'd,  undimm'd,  through  years  of  lone  despair. 

Tet  in  that  humid  mirror  trembles  still 

A  deprecating  sweetness;  —  a  fond  fear 

That  the  deep  love,  which  found  no  answering  thrill 

In  human  hearts,  might  nought  avail  thee  here. 

Poor  wanderer!  by  the  world's  cold  scorn  opprest, 
'Hid  the  wild  wreck  of  happiness  and  fame. 
Love  lingered  still  within  that  blighted  breast 
Aa  when  thy  lips  fiist  Usp'd  a  mother's  name. 

Woe  for  the  hearts,  poor  prodigal,  like  thine, 
Wasting  their  treasures  o'er  an  earthly  shrine  — 
The  full  deep  treasures  of  the  yearning  heart  — 
To  win  what  earthly  love  could  ne'er  impart; — 
Vainest  of  life's  vain  dreams !  yet  didst  thou  find 
That  rock  at  last  whence  living  waters  burst, 
And  'oeath  its  sheltering  canopy  reclined, 
Quenched,  at  that  gushing  fount,  thy  lone  heart's  thirst. 

Oh!  love  —  immorlal  love!  not  all  in  vain 

The  young  heart  wastes  beneath  life's  weary  chain, 

Filled  with  thy  bright  ideal, — whose  excess 

Of  beauty  mocks  our  utter  loneliness!  — 

The  weary  bark  long  tossing  on  the  shore 

Shall  find  its  haven  when  the  storm  is  o'er; 

The  wandering  bee  its  hive;  —  the  bird  its  nest;— 

And  the  lone  heart  of  love,  in  heaven  its  home  of  rest! 
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In  the  failh  of  him  who  saw 

The  Eternal  morning  rise, 
Through  the  open  gates  of  pearl,* 

On  the  hills  of  paradise  ;  — 
Saw   llie  blessed  company 

Of  saints  that,  evermore. 
Wander  by   the   wells  of  life, 

Or  tread  ihe  heavenly  shore : 
Looking  lo  the  promised  land, 

Saw  Ihe  verdant  palms  that  wave 
In  the  calm  and  lustrous  air, 

Through  the  shadows  of  the  grave ;  — 

In  his  name,  whose  deathless  love 
With  a  glory  all  divine 

r„,., 
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Each  sweel  nuraling'  of  the  spiing 
Here  shall  weep  its  fresh'ning  dews, 

Here  its  fragile  censer  swing, 
And  ell  ila  fiagraat  aoul  diSiiae. 

The  lily,  in  her  white  aj-mar. 
Fondly  o'er  llie  turf  shall  wave, 

Asphodels  and  violels  star 

All  "■  the  green  that  folds  their  grave." 

Here  the  pale  anemone 

In  the  April  breeze  shall  nod, 

And  the  May-flower  weave  her  blooms 
Through  and  through  the  velvet  sod. 

Where  the  folding  branches  close 

In  a  verdant  coronal, 
Through  their  dim  and  dreaming  bought 

Faindy  shall  the  sun-beams  fall. 

Memories,  mournful  yet  how  sweet! 

Here  shall  weave  their  mystic  Spell  — 
Angels  tread  with  silent  feet 

Paths  where  love  and  sorrow  dwell. 

No  rude  sound  of  earth  shall  break 

The  dim  quiet  evermore, 
But  the  winds  and  waves  shall  chant 

A  requiem  on  the  lonely  shore. 

Flitting  through  the  slumb'rous  calm, 
The  humming-bird  shall  wander  by, 

Winnowing  the  floral  balm, 
From  cups  of  wreathed  Ivory, 

The  bee  shall  wind  his  fairy  horn, 
Faindy  murmuring  on  the  ear, 

Sounds  that  seem  of  silence  bom, 
Soothe  the  soul  of  sadness  here;  — 
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Many  a  tow  and  mystic  word, 
From  the  realm   of  shadows  sent, 

In  ilip  busy  ihrons;  unheard, 
Makes  the  silence  eloquent. 

Words  of  sweetest  promise  spoken 
Only  where  the  dirge  is  sung, 

Where  the  "golden  bowl"  is  broken. 
And  the  "  sUver  chord  "  unstrung. 

Faith  shall,  like  an  evening  star, 
Faintly  tremble  through  the  gloom, 

Hope  and  memory  shall  sit 
Like  Angels  by  the  tomb. 
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nioth  jetr.  In  the  autobtogni^f  alluded  to,  she  sajra:  "My  fkvoarita 
smuaementi  were  iovariably  tuund,  when  health  permitted,  in  viewing 
•nd  admiring  the  varied  and  soul-filling  works  or  the  great  Creator;  in 
listening  to  the  music  of  the  winds  and  waves  with  an  ineSable  and 
iodefinable  delight;  in  reading  books  that  were  instructive  and  interest- 
ing;  in  pursuing  without  interruption  a  pleasing  train  uf  thought;  and 
ia  the  elynian  acenea  of  fancy.  My  employments  were  chiefly  of  a 
domealic  kind,  and  nty  inclinationa  and  habits  those  of  activity  and 
iDduitry.  I  had  never  the  meet  remote  and  vague  apprehension  that 
my  mental  capacities,  even  if  cultivated,  were  competent  for  productive 
eflurts;  with  few  exceptions,  it  was  not  till  several  years  after  the  com- 
mencement of  excruciating  illness,  that  m;  thoughts  and  feelings  were 
committed  to  paper  in  the  form  of  poetry."  When  she  was  about  nine- 
teen years  old,  a  complication  of  chronic  dbeases  began  to  afnict  her; 
and  from  that  time  until  now,  a  period  of  twenty-Bin  year«,  she  has  been 
confined  to  a  bed  of  agony,  without  one  gleaming  hope  of  ever  l>eing 
relieved  from  her  intent  suffering,  until  the  angel  of  Death  sets  her 
free.  Her  case  has  baffled  all  medical  skill;  sleep  has  been  withheld 
to  an  almost  unparalleled  degree,  never  appearing,  unless  forced  by 
the  most  powerful  anodynes.  But  although  in  such  a  hopeless  state, 
altlwugh  she  never  loses  the  sense  of  pain,  abe  yet  snoietimes  forgets 
ber  misery,  and  finds  relief  and  even  consolation  in  the  gift  of  God 
witliin  her  soul, — the  power  of  expressing  thought,  feelinjr,  and  imagi- 
nation, in  words  thai  glow  with  true  poetic  fire.  During  the  restless 
Itours  of  midnight  nearly  all  her  fervent  and  pathetic  strains  have  been 
composed,  and  were  written  down  afterwards,  by  her  father  or  her 
fiiends,  at  their  leisure,  tjlie  has,  however,  a  more  refreshing  source  of 
relief  than  genius.  Religion  is  her  comforter  and  never-failing  sup- 
port, strengthening  her  to  be  calm  and  patient,  and  clearing  her  vision 
lo  see  by  faith  the  land  that  is  afar  ofT.— "  where  the  inhabiiant  shall  no 
roore  Mj,  1  am  sick." 

Her  ftther  and  mother  are  dead ;  but  she  still  lives  in  The  Rhode- 
Island  Cottage,  nursed  by  a  widowed  sister,  and  companioned  by  an- 
other sister,  who,  a  kindred  sufferer  in  resignation  and  intelligetit  piety, 
taa  been  many  years  a  helpless  invalid.  Her  poems,  which  were  first 
edited  in  IKM,  are  about  to  be  re-published  in  New  York.  The  editor  of 
the  Providence  Literary  Journal  says,  "They  are  the  emanations  of  a 
mind  rich  in  endowment,  embodied  in  a  style  of  language,  the  correct- 
ness and  purity  of  which,  under  all  these  adverse  circumslancea,  is 
scarcely  less  remarkable  than  the  thoughts  which  it  coDtains." 
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O  IIealtb,  thy  succouring  aid  extend 
While  low,  wilh  bleeding  heart,  I  bend, 
And  on  thine  everv  means  attend, 

And  sue  with  Btreaining  eyes; 
Bui  more  remote  thou  fliesi'away, 
The  humbler  I  thine  influence  pray, 

And  expeciaiion  dies. 

Twice  three  long  years  of  life  hace  gone, 
Since  ihy  loved  presence  was  withdrawn, 

And   I  to  grief  resigned  ; 
Laid  on  the  couch  of  lingering  pain, 
Where  stern  disease's  torturing  chain 

Has  every  limb  confined. 

And  separate  from  the  household  band, 
Disconsolate  and  lone. 
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A  cordial  ow'ttt  prepare? 
Bring  back  their  own  bright  crimaon  glow, 
And  the  Inie  circulating  flow, 

And  mitigate  despair? 

Once  more  m;  pleadings  I  renew, 
And  with  my  parting  breath  I  sue, 

Goaded  by  potent  pain. 
By  all  the  pangs  or  wasting  life, 
By  gaaping  nature's  chilling  strife, 

To  gain  one  lingering  view 
Of  thy  fair  aspect,  mildly  sweet, 
And  kiss  from  oS  thine  airy  feet 

The  healing  drops  of  dew. 

O  bathe  my  burning  temples  now, 
And  cool  the  scorching  of  my  brow. 

And  light  the  rayless  eye ; 
My  strength  revive  with  thine  own  might, 
And  with  thy  footsteps  lirm  and  light, 
O  bear  me  to  thy  radiant  height. 

Where,  sofl  reposing,  lie 
Hild  peace,  and  happiness,  and  joy. 
And  Nature^s  sweets  that  never  cloy. 
Unmixed  with  direful  pain's  alloy; 

Leave  me  not  thus  to  die ! 


Now  Autumn  tints  the  scene 
With  sallow  hues  and  dim; 

And  o'er  the  sky 

Fast  hurrj-ing,  fly 
Dark  sombre  cloudn,  that  pour 
From  &r  the  roaring  din; 
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The  rattling  rain  and  hail, 
With  the  deep  sounding  wail 
or  wild  nod  warring  melodiea,  begin. 

The  wind  flies  fitful  through  the  forest  trees 
With  hollow  howlinga,  and  in  wrathful  mood ; 
As  when  some  maniac  fierce,  disdaining  ease, 
Tears  with  convulgive  power. 
In  horrid  fury'a  hour, 
His  locks  dishevelled;  and  a  chilling  moan 
Breathes  from  his  tortured  breast,  with  dread  and  dismal  toni 

Thus,  the  impetuous  blast 

Doth  from  the  woodlands  tear 
The  leaves,  when  Summer's  reign  is  past. 
And  sings  aloud  the  requiem  of  despair; 
Pours  ceaseless  the  reverberated  sigh, 
While  past  the  honours  of  the  forest  By, 
Kiss  the  low  ground,  and  flutter,  shrink,  and  die. 
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B  of  perfumes ; 
Yet  one  alone  oVr  all  the  plain, 

Wit)i  lingering  eye,  I  view ; 
Huty,  J  pass  the  brightest  bower, 
Heedless  of  each  attractire  flower, 

lu  brilliance  lo  pursue. 

No  odours  sweet  procUim  the  spot 

Where  its  aoh  leaves  unfold ; 
Nor  mingled  hues  of  beauty  bri^t 
Charm  and  allure  the  traptive  sight, 

With  forms  and  tints  untold. 

One  simple  hue  the  plant  portrays 

Of  glowing  radiance  rare, 
Fresh  as  the  roseate  mom  displays. 

And  seemtng  sweet  and  fair. 

But  closer  prest,  an  odorous  breath 

Repels  the  rover  gay; 
And  from  her  hand,  with  eager  haste, 

T  is  careless  thrown  away  ; 
And  thoughtless  that  in  evil  hour 
Disease  may  happiness  devour, 
And  hei  foir  fonn,  elastic  now, 
To  misery's  wand  may  helpless  bow. 

Then  Reason  leads  wan  Sorrow  forth 

To  seek  the  lonely  flower; 
And  blest  experience  kindly  proves 

Its  mitigating  power. 

Then,  its  bright  hue  the  sight  can  trace. 

The  brilliance  of  its  bloom; 
Tliough  misery  veil  the  weeping  eyes. 
Though  sorrow  choke  the  breath  with  sighs. 

And  life  deplore  its  doom. 
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This  magic  flower 

In  desperate  hour 
.A  balsam  nnid  shall  yield, 

When  ihe  sad,  sinking  heart 

Feels  every  aid  depart, 
And  every  gate  of  hope  for  ever  Beal'd. 

Then  si  ill  its  potent  charm 

Each  agony  disarm, 
And  its  all-healiiig  power  shall  respite  give. 

The  frantic  sufferer,  then, 

Convulsed  and  wild  with  pain. 
Shall  own  the  sovereign  remedy,  and  live> 

The  dews  of  slumber,  now, 
Keat  on  her  aching  brow. 
And  oVr  the  languid  lida  balsamic  fall; 
While  fainting  nature  hcare, 
With  dissipated  fears, 
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Kmm.  EkMV  ia  A  mtive  of  New  York,  but  lived  till  her  MveDteenth 
jear  in  b  aecluded  village  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudaoo.  In  1636,  the 
waa  married  to  Mr.  W.  S.  E&mes,  and  removed  to  New  Hutfbrd,  whers 
die  DOW  reaidea.  She  waa  a  reg^nlat  contributor  to  the  New-Yorker 
fir  aooie  jean  before  her  marriage  (under  the  ngnature  of  StetU) ; 
and  lince  that  period  her  writinga  have  frequentl;  appeared  in  Graham'a 
Hagasine,  The  Southern  Literary  Meaaenger,  and  more  recently  ttill 
in  The  Columbian. 

Hra.  Eamee  ia  a  atndent,  and  haa  aofibred  much  ftom  ill-health. 
Her  mind  ia  of  a  eerioua,  generally  of  a  pensive  nwod ;  yet  not  despond- 
ing or  downcast — *'ga£ingupcn  the  ground  with  thoughts  that  dare  not 
glow."  Her  strains  exhibit  much  chaatened  Ibrvour,  an  uplifting  oTthe 
Bool  to  a  lofty  purpose,  and  a  steadfast  desire  to  attain  it,  even  though 
it  be  through  pain.  A  volume  of  her  poetry,  which  has  never  yet 
been  collected,  will  shortly  appear,  and  meet,  we  doubt  not,  the  kind 
welcome  it  deaervae. 


"THBBt     BHALL    BK    LIGHT." 

OffwABD  sod  upward,  0  my  soul! 

Let  thy  endeavour  be  — 
Though  dark  the  cloud-mist  'bore  thee  roll, 

Light  shall  be  given  to  thee; 
Though  stormiest  waves  and  billows  rock 

Thy  human  bark  at  will, 
Tbou  shalt  have  strength  to  bear  the  shock  — 

Be  Hope  thy  anchor  still. 

Alas!  thou  sbrinkest  with  lonely  fnr, 

Thou  treroblest  with  the  cold, 
Thy  inner  life  shows  pale  and  drear, 

And  languidly  unfold 
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The  feeble  wings  that  rain  would  6nd 
The  source  of  menial  day ; 

Siill  unrevealed  the  path  —  and  blind 
Dolh  the  immortal  stray ! 

Oh.  pining  ioul !  my  heart  is  faint  — 

My  hand  grows  timorous,  weak  -, 
Why,  ithi/  ihat  half-reproachful  plaint  r 

And  wherefore  doat  ihou  speak 
So  moamful,  and  deBpondiiigly, 

Imploring  my  poor  aid  ^ 
What  can  I  do,  dear  soul,  for  thee, 

Ere  I  am  lowlier  laid  } 


Seest  ihuu  my  cheek  is  thin  and  pale, 
Mine  eyes  with  Tigils  dim? 

Daily  my  strength  and  courage  fail, 
And  through  each  faltering  limb 

Quivers  the  arrow  of  disease ; 


Thrn  onward!  'tie  not  always  nighl, 
Though  clouds  dim  now  thy  way ; 

Oh!  soul  of  roioe!  there  will  be  light 
To  show  the  perfect  day ! 


DIRH     PIKDIDl. 

"When  the  Emperor  Tiiua  ramemlMCed  at  night  ihat  he  bad  don* 
Doihin)!  beneBcial  during  the  d*]r,  he  u*ed  to  CKclaim — '  1  have  loM  m 
dayl" 

O  ciKitTLT  wise!  thou  or  the  crown  and  rod, 

Robed  in  the  purple  majesty  of  kings  — 
Power  was  ihine  own,  where'er  thy  footsteps  trod, 

Yet  didst  ihou  mourn  if  Time  on  idle  wings 
Went  by  for  thee!     Deep  sunk  in  thought  wert  thou — ■ 

And  sadness  rested  on  thy  noble  brow, 
If,  when  the  dying  day  closed  o'er  ihy  head. 

Thou  haditt  no  knowledge  gain'd  —  no  good  conferr'd  : 

"Diem  Perdidi"  was  the  thought  that  alirr'd 
Thy  conscious  soul,  when  night  her  curtain  spread. 

Oh  Emperor,  greatly  wise!  could  we  so  deal 
With  misspent  hours,  and  win  thy  faiih  sublime. 

We  should  not  be  ('mid  the  soul's  mule  appeal) 
Such  triflera  with  the  solemn  trust  of  Time ! 


All  Blainleaa  in  the  holy  white 

Of  her  broad  mantle  —  lo!  the  maiden  comelh. 

Lip,  cheek  and  brow  serenely  bright 

With  that  calm  look  of  deep  delight 

Beautiful, —  on  the  mountain  top  she  roameth. 

"  The  soft  gray  of  the  brooding  do»e" 
With  melting  radiance  in  her  eye  she  weareth ; 


Her  heart  is  full  of  Inisl  and  love; 

For  an  angel  mission  from  above, 

In  Iranijuil  beauly,  o'er  ihe  earlh  she  beareth. 

The  music  of  Humanity 
Flows  from  her  tuneful  lips  in  sweetest  numbers  : 

Of  all   life's  pleasant  ministries  — 

Of  universal  harmonies  — 
She  sings:  no  care  her  mind  encumbers. 

Glad  tidings  dolh  she  ever  sound ; 
Good  will  to  man  throughout  the  world  is  sending; 

Blessings  and  gifts  she  scatters  round  ; 

Peace  to  her  name,  with   whom  is  found 
The  olive  branch,  in  holy  beauly  bending. 


*'H(ieh  study  is  s  weariness.'*    The  sage 

Who  gave  his  mind,  (o  seek  and  search  until 

He  kuew  all  Wisdom,  found  that  on  the  page 

Knowledge  and  grief  were  vow'd  companions  still : 

And  ao  the  students  of  a  later  day 

Sit  down  among  the  records  of  lAd  time 

To  hold  high  commune  with  the  thoughts  sublime 

Of  minds  long  gone ;  so  they  too  pass  away, 

And  leave  us  what?  their  coarse,  lo  toil  —  reflect  — 

To  feel  the  ihom  pierce  through  our  gailierM  flowers  — 
Still  midst  the  leaves  the  earth-worm  to  detect 

And  this  is  Knowledge; — Wisdom  is  not  ours. 

Oh!  well  the  Preacher  bids  his  son  sdroonisfa'd  be, 
That  all  the  days  of  man's  short  life  are  Vanity .' 

OK    THK    PICTORK     OF     A    DBrABTED     POBTBSf. 

This  still,  clear,  radiant  ftce !  doth  it  resemble 

In  each  &ir,  faultless  lineament  thine  own  ? 
Hethinks  on  that  enchanting  lip  doth  tremble 

The  soul  that  breathes  thy  lyre's  melodious  tone. 
The  soul  of  music,  O '.    ethereal  spirit, 

FUls  the  dream-haunted  sadness  of  thine  eyes; 
Sweet  Poetess !  thou  surely  didst  inherit 

Thy  giAs  celestial  from  the  upper  skies. 

Clear  on  the  expansion  of  thai  snow-white  forehead 

Sits  intellectual  beauty,  meekly  throned;  — 
Tet,  0!  the  expression  tells  that  thou  haat  sorrow'd, 

And  in  thy  yearning,  human  heart  atoned 
For  thy  soul's  loAy  gifts!  —  on  earth,  O,  never 

Was  the  deep  thirsting  of  thy  bosom  still'd!  — 
The  "  aching  void"  followed  thee  here  forever, 

The  Better  Land  thy  Breim  of  Lovb  fulfilled. 
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The  rural  and  beautiful  village  of  Cumberland,  about  twelve  miles 
fromPoitlaniJ,  Maine,  is  the  binhpIsceorElizabetb  Smitli.  Her  family 
name  woa  Prince.  Precocity  indeed  in  not  always  b  sign  of  geniui% — 
for  itometimes  those  minds  which  are  ripe  the  soonesL,  the  snoneEt  de- 
cay, —  yet  iJie  little  Elisibeth  (like  many  of  her  sister- poetesses)  was  a 
most  precocious  child.  She  used  to  improvise  aa  Boon  as  die  could  talk, 
but  finding  tliat  people  stared  at  her,  aitd  that  some  checked  her,  she 
grew  nervous  at  three  or  four,  and  repealed  her  rhymes  only  in  st-cret. 

She  began  to  write  from  the  time  she  could  imitate  printed  letter^ 
and  continued  for  a  long  time  to  write  in  thij  way.  PossesBing  acute 
sensibilities  a  quiet  though  tfu  In  ess,  a  loving  disposition,  and  a  marked 
dislike  of  pretension,  the  attributes  of  a  true  poet  might  have 
been  discerned  in  her  at  a  very  early  age;  and  perhaps  were,  by  tlial 
father  anil  grandfatlier  at  whose  feet  she  loved  to  sit,  hearing  and  a 
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I  little  Totume  which  hw  been  much  praiied  by  ible  critics,  and  widely 
^rcaUled.  Tie  Acom,  one  of  her  most  imagiiutive  uid  faultlea  pro- 
dnctkHM,  is  cmtained  in  thia  book.  We  give  the  whole  of  it;  for  tbougfi 
tlw  ffDwing  oak  Bpraada  oat  fkr  ind  wide,  we  could  not  find  it  in  oar 
bearta  to  cut  off  a  tingle  bough,  Witbiu  a  short  time,  she  baa  cooi- 
pleted  a  tngedy,  called  Tke  ttmnan  Tribute,  which  ia  to  be  acted  ia 
Ae  coming  aniuinii ;  and  a  proee  romance,  now  in  the  pren.  Many  of 
ber  Mualler  poema  indicate  genius  of  ■  high  order;  they  var^  in- their 
•tjle  of  thought  and  ezpreMion,  however,  very  considerably.  Some- 
timea,  aa  in  The  April  Rain,  there  ia  a  fresh  simplicity  in  them,  as  if  a 
little  child  were  nnging  out  her  pure  and  happy  feelings  in  musical 
rhyme ;  and  then  again,  as  in  the  two  Bonaeca  we  have  quoted,  there 
ia  a  sublimity,  a  deep,  nlemn  ealmneae  of  thought,  as  if  breathed  from 
tb»  heart  erf* one  made  patient  by  experience,  aad  wise  by  inward  sufibr- 
ing.  Some  of  Mn.  Smith's  best  poems  and  essays  have  been  published 
nnder  ibe  name  of  Erntil  HtffenMtein.  We  hare  often  wondered  who 
Ifaia  quaint,  but  deep«w]ed,  mellow-voiced  writer  was;  our  delight 
and  surpriae  were  equal,  on  finding,  not  long  ago,  that  the  original  and 
instinctive  artidea  we  had  read  from  the  pen  of  the  poet-philoao;^ier, 
EnUMt  Hrffentein,  sprang  from  the  fertile  mind  of  the  philoaophical 
poeteM,  Elixabeth  Oakes  Smith. 


THE     ACORM. 

Alt  acorn  fell  from  an  old  oak  tree, 

And  lay  on  the  fros^  ground  — 
*'  O,  what  shall  the  late  of  the  acorn  be  P' 

Was  whispered  all  around, 
By  low-toned  voices,  chiming  sweet, 

Like  B  floweret's  bell  when  swung — > 
And  grasshopper  steeds  were  gathering  fleet, 

And  the  beetle's  hoofs  up-rung  — 

For  the  woodland  Pays  came  sweeping  past 

In  the  pale  sntumnal  ray. 
Where  the  forest  leaves  were  falling  ftst, 

And  the  acorn  quivering  lay; 
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Tlicy  came  lo  lell  whai  its  faie  should  be, 

Though  life  was  unrereai'd  \ 
For  life  is  holy  mystery, 

Where'er  it  is  concaal'd. 

They  came  with  gifts  ihel  should  life  bestow; 

The  dew  and  the  living  air  — 
The  bane  that  should  work  its  deadly  wo  — 

Was  found  with  the  Fairies  there. 
In  the  gray  moss-cup  was  the  mildew  brought, 

And  the  worm  in  the  rose-leaf  roli'd, 
And  many  things  with  deslrurliou  fraiaght^ 

That  its  faie  were  quickly  told. 

But  it  heeded  not ;  for  a  blessed  faie 
Was  the  aeom's  doom'd  lo  be  — 

The  spirits  of  earih  should  its  birth-time  wall. 
And  watch  o'er  its  destiny. 

To  o  little  sprite  was  the  task  assigned 
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TbcD  toCHy  the  black  earth  turn'd  aside, 

The  old  leaf  arching  o*er, 
And  up,  where  the  last  year^  leaf  was  dried, 

Came  the  acont^hell  oiKe  more. 

With  coil'd  (tern,  and  a  pale  green  hue 

It  look'd  but  a  feeble  thing; 
Then  deeply  ita  rooU  abroad  it  threw, 

Ita  strength  from  the  earth  to  bring. 
The  woodland  sprites  are  gathering  round, 

Rejoiced  that  the  task  ia  done  — 
That  another  life  from  the  noisome  ground 

li  up  to  the  pleasant  eun. 

The  young  child  paesM  with  a  careless  tnad. 

And  the  germ  had  well  nigh  crush'd. 
But  a  spider,  launch'd  on  her  airy  thread. 

The  cheek  of  the  stripling  brush'd. 
He  little  knew,  u  he  started  back. 

How  the  acorn's  fate  was  hung 
On  the  rery  point  in  the  Spider's  track 

Where  the  web  on  his  cheek  was  flung. 

The  autumn  came,  and  it  stood  alone. 

And  bow'd  as  the  wind  passM  by^ 
The  wind  that  otter'd  its  dirge-like  moan 

In  the  old  oak  sere  and  dry ;    - 
And  the  hollow  branches  creak'd  and  away'd 

But  they  bent  not  to  the  blast, 
For  the  stout  oak  tree,  where  centuries  play'd 

Was  sturdy  to  the  last 

A  schoolboy  beheld  the  lithe  young  shoot, 
And  bis  knife  was  instant  out, 

To  sever  the  stalk  from  the  spreading  root, 
And  scatter  the  buds  about; 
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To  peel  the  bark  in  curious  ringa, 

And  many  a  notch  and  ray, 
To  beat  the  air  lill  it  whizzing  aings, 

Thcti  idly  cast  away. 

}(is  ham!   was  stayM;  he  knew  not  why; 

TwBs  a  presence  breathed  around  — 
A  pleading  from  the  deep-blue  sky. 

And  up  from  the  teeming  ground. 
It  told  of  the  care  ihal  had  lavbhM  been     mt 

In  sunshine  and  in  dew  — 
Of  the  many  things  thai  had  wrought  a  «creen 

When  peril  around  it  grew. 

It  told  of  the  oak  that  once  had  bow'd, 

Aa  feeble  a   thing  to  see  ; 
But  now,  when  the  Htorm  was  raging  lotid, 

it  wrestled  mightily. 
There's  a  deeper  thought  on  the  schoolboy's  brow, 
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On  its  ^ossy  Inf,  where  the  flickering  light 

Wu  flung  to  the  erening  sky; 
And  the  wild  bird  came  to  its  airy  height, 

Aad  (aught  ber  young  to  fly. 

In  acorn-time  came  the  tmant  boy. 

With  a  wild  and  eager  look, 
And  he  mark'd  the  tree  with  a  wondering  joy, 

As  the  wind  the  great  limbs  shook. 
He  look'd  where  the  moss  on  the  north  side  gri 

The  gnarled  arms  out«pread, 
The  solemn  shadow  the  huge  tree  threw, 

As  it  tower'd  abore  his  head : 

And  vague-like  fears  the  boy  sniround. 

In  the  shadow  of  that  tree; 
So  growing  np  from  the  darksome  ground. 

Like  a  giant  mystery. 
His  heart  beats  quick  to  the  squirrel's  tread 

On  the  withered  leaf  and  dry. 
And  he  lifts  not  up  his  aw&4truck  head 

As  the  eddying  wind  sweeps  by. 

And  really  the  stout  oak  stood, 

In  its  vigour  and  its  piide ; 
A  monarch  own'd  in  the  solemn  wood. 

With  a  sceptre  spreading  wide- 
No  more  in  the  wintry  blast  to  bow. 

Or  rock  in  the  summer  breeze ; 
But  draped  in  green,  or  star-like  mow, 

Reign  king  of  the  forest  trees. 

And  a  thousand  years  it  firmly  grew. 

And  a  thousand  blasts  defied; 
And,  mighty  in  strength,  its  broad  arms  threw 
A  shadow  dense  and  wide. 
23 
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It  ijrpw   where  the  rorks  were  bursting  out 
From  the  thin  and  heaving  soil  — 

Where  ihe  ocean's  roar,  and  the  sailor's  shout. 
Were  miDgled  in  wild  turmoil. 

Where  the  far-off  sound  of  ihe  restless  deep 

Came  up  with  a  booming  swell ; 
And  the  white  foam  dash'd  to  the  rocky  sleep. 

But  ii  loved  the  lumull  well. 
Then  its  huge  limbs  creak'd  in  the  midnight  air, 

And  joined  in  the  rude  uproar : 
For  it  loved  the  storm  and   the  lightning's  glare, 

And  the  sound  of  the  breaker's  roar. 

The  bleaching  bones  of  the  aea-bird's  prey 
Were  heap'd  on  the  rocks  below; 

And   the  hald-head  eagle,  Rercc  and  gray, 
LookM  off  from  its  topmost  bough. 

Where  its  shadow  lay  on  the  quiet  wave 


ELIZABETH    OAKES     BHITH.  2t 

Lo!  the  monarch  tree  no  more  shall  stand 

Like  *  wBleh-tower  of  ihe  main — 
The  BtrobeB  fmll  thick  from  the  troodman^s  hand, 

And  ita  fidlbg  shaket  the  plain. 

The  atout  old  oak!  —  Twaa  a  worthy  tree, 

And  the  builder  marked  it  out; 
And  he  emiled  its  angled  limba  to  see, 

As  he  measured  the  trunk  about 
Already  to  him  was  a  gallant  bark 

Careering  the  rolling  deep, 
And  in  sunshine,  calm,  or  tempest  darit, 

Her  way  ahe  will  proudly  keep. 

The  chisel  clinks,  and  the  hammer  rings. 

And  the  merry  jest  goes  round; 
While  he  who  longest  and  loudest  sings 

Is  the  Biouiest  workman  found. 
With  jointed  rib,  and  trunnel'd  plank 

The  work  goes  gaily  on, 
And  light-spoke  oaths,  when  the  glass  they  diank, 

Are  heard  till  the  task  is  done. 

She  site  on  the  stocks,  Ihe  aketelon  ship, 

With  her  oaken  ribs  all  bare. 
And  the  child  looks  up  with  parted  lip, 

As  it  gathers  fuel  there- 
with brimlesa  hat,  the  bare-foot  boy 

Looks  round  with  simige  amaze, 
And  dreams  of  a  sailor'a  life  of  joy 

Are  mingling  in  that  gaze. 

With  graceful  waist  and  carvings  brave 

The  trim  hull  waits  the  sea  — 
And  she  proudly  stoops  to  the  created  wave. 

While  round  go  the  cheerings  thi«& 
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Her  prow  swella  up  from  the  yeasly  deep, 
Where  il  plunged  in  foam  and  spray; 

.*nd  ihe  glad  waves  gaihering  round  her  sweep 
And  buoy  her  In  llieir  play. 

Thoii  wert  nobly  rear'd,  O  heart  of  oak ! 

Ill  ihe  sound  of  ihe  ocean  roar, 
l\'here  ihe  surging   wave  o'er  ihe  rough  rock  brote 

And  beltowM  along  ihe  shore  — 
And  how  will  thou  in  ihe  storm  rejoice, 

With  the  wind  ihrough  spar  and  shroud] 
To  hear  a  sound  like  the  forest  voice, 

When  the  blast  was  raging  load .' 

U'ilh  snow-while  sail,  and  streamer  gayi 

^he  sits  like  an  ocean-sprite. 
Careering  on  in  her  trackless  way. 

In  Kunshine  or  dark  midnight : 
Her  course  is  hid   with   fearless  skill, 
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The  idle  caDTau  slowly  swung 

As  tb«  spicy  breeze  went  by, 
And  almnge,  nre  music  around  her  rung 

From  the  palm-tree  growing  nigh. 
O,  gmllant  ship,  thou  didst  hear  with  thee 

"Hie  gay  and  the  breaking  heart, 
And  weeping  eyes  looVd  out  to  aee 

Thy  white-spread  saila  depart. 
And  when  the  rattling  casement  told 

Of  many  a  perilPd  ship, 
The  anxious  wife  her  babes  would  f<ilil, 

And  pray  with  trembling  lip. 
The  petrel  wheel'd  in  her  stormy  flight; 

The  wind  piped  shrill  and  high; 
On  the  topmaiit  sat  a  pale  blue  light. 

That  flicker'd  not  to  the  eye : 
The  black  cloud  came  like  a  banner  down, 

And  down  came  the  shrieking  blaM; 
The  quivering  ship  on  her  beams  is  thrown, 

And  gone  are  helm  and  mast 
Helmless,  bnt  on  before  the  gale, 

She  ploughs  the  deep-trough'd  wave : 
A  gurgling  sound — a  phrenzied  wail  — 

And  the  ship  hath  found  a  grave. 
And  thus  i*  the  fate  of  the  acorn  told. 

That  fell  from  the  old  oak  tree, 
And  the  woodland  Fays  in  the  frosty  mould 

Preserved  for  its  destiny. 

CHAHITT,    llf    DESPAIR    OP    JUSTICE. 

OoT-WEAKtED  with  the  littleness  and  spite. 
The  falsehood  and  the  treachery  of  men, 
1  cried,  give  me  but  justice,  thinking  then 
1  meekly  craved  a  common  boon  which  might 
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Most  easily  be  gtanted ;   soon  the  light 

or  deeper  truth  grew  on  my  wondering'  ken, 

(Escaped  baneful  damps  of  stagnant  fen,) 

And   then   [  saw,  that   in   my  pride  bedighl 

I  rInimM  from  erring  man  the  gift  of  Heaven  — 

God's  own  great  vested  right ;  and  I  grew  calm, 

With  folded  hands  like  stone  to  palience  giveu, 

And  pityings  of  pure  love-distilling  balm;  — 

And  now  ]  wait  in  quiet  trust  to  be 

All  known  to  God,  —  and  ask  of  men,  sweet  Charity. 


Earth  beareih  many  pangs  of  guilt  and  wrong; 
Hunger,  and  chains,  and  nakedness,  all  cry 
From  out  the  ground  to  Him,  whose  searching  eye 
Sees  blood  like  slinking  serpents  steal  along 
The  duHty  way,  rank   grass,  and  flowers  among. 

i  is  thy  brother?"    Why 
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By  which  ia  ngister'd  the  giieft 
Heuia  may  have  sufieT'd  here. 

No  inwud  pang,  no  yearning  Iot« 

la  loat  to  human  hearts; 
No  anguiah  that  the  spirit  feels 

When  bright-wing'd  hope  deparia: 
Though  in  the  myatery  of  life 

Diacordant  powera  prevail, 
That  life  itself  be  wearineu, 

And  sympathy  may  &il} 

Tet  all  becomes  a  discipline 

To  lure  us  to  the  sky ; 
And  angels  bear  the  good  it  brings 

With  fostering  are  on  high. 
Though  otheia,  weary  at  (he  watch, 

Hay  sink  to  toil-epent  sleep. 
And  we  are  left  in  solitude 

And  agony  to  weep  — 

Tet  THBT  with  ministering  zeal 

The  cup  of  healing  bring. 
And  bear  our  love  and  gratitude 

Away  on  heavenly  wing. 
And  thus  the  inner  life  is  wrought, 

The  blending  earth  and  heaven  — 
The  love  more  earnest  in  ita  glow, 

Where  much  has  been  forgiven. 

UlfrROriTABLI     SEKTAITTI. 

Vain  we  number  every  duty. 

Number  all  our  prayers  and  teara, 

Still  the  apirit  lacketh  beauty, 
Still  it  droops  with  many  fear*. 
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Soiil  of  Love,  O  boundless  Giver, 
Wh.)  didst  all  thyself  imparl. 

And  thy  blood,  a  flowing  river, 
Told  how  lar^  ihe  loving  heart ; 

Now  we  see  how  poor  the  offering 
We  have  on  thine  altar  rasi. 

And  we  bless  thee  for  the  suffering 
Which  haih  laught  w  love  at  last. 

We  may  feel  an  inward  gladness 
For  the  truth  and  goodness  won, 

But  far  deeper  is  the  sadness 
For  the  good  we  leave  undone. 


0  God!  that  we  should  live,  the  dull  puUe  beat. 
When  all  that  should  be  lift-  is  cold  and  KCre! 
igel-likc  is  high  and  fleet. 
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ITol  St  ihe  gory  whee)|  the  fiery  stake; 

Not  where  the  nek  gires  forth  the  lingering  breath — 
Not  there  alone  do  martyr'd  Hpirita  break, 

Not  there  alone  dost  thou  flud  such,  O  Death ! 
Another  test;  crnab'd  by  a  hidden  weight. 
There  are  who  manyn  live  to  their  dark  late. 


■  thenoth   tsom   the   hills. 

Come  ap  nnto  the  hills!    Thy  strength  is  there; 

Oh!  thou  hast  tarried  long. 
Too  long  amid  the  bowers  and  blossoms  lair, 

With  notes  of  summer  song! 
Why  dost  thon  tarry  here?    What  though  the  bird 

Pipes  matin  in  the  vale — 
The  plongh-boy  whistles  to  the  loitering  herd 

As  the  red  daylights  Tail? 

Tet  come  onto  the  hills— the  old  strong  hills, 

And  leave  the  stagnant  plain; 
Come  to  the  gushing  of  the  new-born  rills, 

As  sing  they  to  the  main. 
And  thou  shslt  dwell  with  denizens  of  light;  — 

The  eagle  shall  be  there, 
With  tireless  wing  aslant  the  cloud  of  night, 

Amid  the  lightning's  glare. 

Come  up  unto  the  hills!    The  shatier'd  oak 

There  clings  unto  the  rock. 
With  arras  outstretchM  as  'twould  the  storm  invoke, 

And  dare  again  the  shock. 
Come  where  no  fear  is  known,  the  sea-bird's  nest 

On  the  old  hemlock  swings. 
There  thou  shalt  feel  the  gladness  of  unrest. 

And  mount  upon  thy  wings. 
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Come  up  nnta  the  hills!     The  men  of  old) 

They  of  undannted  will. 
Grew  jubilant  of  heart,  and  strong  and  bold, 

On  the  enduring  hill, — 
Where  come  the  anundinga  of  the  wa  a&r 

Boine  inward  to  the  ear, 
And  nearer  grow  the  moon,  and  midnight  atar, 

And  God  himaelf  mon  near! 


"Some  who  had  early  mandntei  lo  depart, 
¥bI  »ro  alkiwrd  lo  Meal  my  path  aihwaiL" — Wordii 

Thrice  welcome,  solemn,  thoughtful  Night, 
With  the  cool  and  shadowy  wing ; 

For  visions,  beauliful  and  bright. 
Thou  dost  lo  fancy  bring  — 

And  llien  the   menial  ev 
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The  music  of  ihe  better  land, 

And  gentle  wsich  to  keep, 
The  prewQce  of  a  guardian  band 

b  round  me  while  I  sleep. 

And  soothingly,  oh!  Night,  dost  thou 

Departed  ones  restore — 
I  see  each  feir  and  peaceful  brow 

With  their  loving  looks  once  more, 
Alas,  the  loved  and  gentle  ones. 

They  pass  from  earth  away, 
And  pleasantly  we  hear  their  tones, 

When  the  midnight  sliadows  play. 

We  feel  their  holy  presence  near. 

Their  gentle  pressure  feel, 
Their  words  of  whiaperM  comfort  hear. 

And  angel-like  appeal; 
And  every  struggle  for  the  right 

They  smilingly  approve, 
And  arm  us  doubly  for  the  fight, 

With  Bpiritr-faith  and  love. 


Oh !  holy  Night,  thou  bring*st  to  me 

Bright  visions  of  the  past, 
And  pleasant  dreams  are  bom  of  thee, 

And  from  thy  pinions  cast 
No  fancies  dark,  no  terrors  wildi 

Come  hovering  round  my  bed. 
But  peaceful  as  a  wearied  child 

I  rest  my  aching  head. 
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THE     RBOALL,    OR     SOUL     MBLODT. 

Nor  dulcimer  nor  harp  sbsll  breathe 

Their  melody  for  me; 
Wilhio  my  secret  houI  be  wrought 

A  holier  minstrelsy ! 
Descend  into  thy  depths,  oh  bouI! 
And  every  mom  in  me  control. 

Thou  hut  no  voice  for  ootwittd  mirth, 

Whose  pnrer  stmins  arise 
From  those  that  steal  from  crystal  gates, 

The  hymnings  of  the  skies; 
And  well  may  earth's  cold  jarrings  cease. 
When  such  have  soothed  thee  unto  peace. 

Within  thy  secret  chamber  rest. 
And  back  each  sense  recall. 

That  seekelh  'mid   the  tranquil  slam 
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Tea,  come  ■wBy?  and  inward  tain 
Each  thought  and  every  aenBC, 

For  sorrow  lingera  from  without, 
Thou  canat  aot  charm  it  thence ; 

Bnt  all  attuned  the  soul  may  be, 

Unto  a  dealhleaa  melody. 


THB     t  PBIL    RAIN. 

The  April  lain!  the  April  rain  I 

I  hear  the  pleasant  sound, 
Now  soft  and  still,  like  gentle  dew, 

Now  drenching  all  the  ground. 
Piay  tell  me  why  an  April  ahower 

Is  pleasanler  to  see 
Than  blling  drops  of  other  rain? 

Pm  sure  it  is  to  me. 

I  wonder  if  His  really  so. 

Or  only  Hope,  the  while, 
That  tells  of  swelling  buds  and  flowers, 

And  Summer's  coming  smile : 
Whate'er  it  is,  the  April  shower 

Makes  me  a  child  again ; 
I  feel  a  msh  of  youthful  blood, 

As  Ms  the  April  rain. 

And  sure,  were  1  a  little  bulb, 

Within  the  darksome  ground, 
I  should  love  to  hear  the  April  rain 

So  softly  falling  round; 
Or  any  tiny  flower  were  1, 

By  Nature  swaddled  up, 
How  pleanmtly  the  April  shower 

Would  bathe  my  hidden  cup! 
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The  small  brown  seed  that  tattled  donrn 

On  the  cold  autumoal  earth, 
Is  bursting  from  its  cerements  forth, 

Rejoicing  in  its  birth ; 
The  slender  ipean  of  pale  green  grasa 

Are  smiling  in  the  light; 
The  clover  opea  ita  folded  leaTea, 

As  though  it  felt  delight. 

The  robin  smga  on  the  leafless  treC) 

And  upward  turns  his  eye, 
As  if  he  loved  to  see  the  drops 

Come  filtering  down  the  sky; 
No  doubi  he  longa  the  bright  green  learei 

About  his  home  to  see, 
And  feel  the  swaying  summer  winda 

Play  in  the  full-robed  tree. 
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The  ladr  wm  bim  an  image  ot  Cupid,  one  wing  vriUng  bit  (hee.  He 
iTM  pleated  theteel,  thinking  ii  to  be  Lotc  ilceping,  and  betokaned  the 
teudeTnen  of  the  KntinienL  He  looked  again  and  ■>*  i(  wai  Loto 
dewl  anil  laid  upon  bii  biei. 

This  mora  with  trembling  I  awdte, 

Juat  B>  the  dawn  my  slumber  brake : 
Flapping  came  a  heavy  wing,  sounding'  pinions  o'er  my  bead, 
Beating  down  the  blessed  air  with  t  weight  of  chilling  diesd — 

Felt  I  then  the  presence  of  a  doom 

That  an  Evil  occupied  the  room  — 

And  1  dared  not  round  the  bower, 

Chilly  in  the  gmyish  morning, 

Dared  not  bee  the  evil  power, 

With  its  voice  of  inward  warning. 

Vain  with  weakness  we  may  palter — 

Vainly  may  the  fond  heart  falter, 
Came  there  upon  my  soul,  dropping  down  like  leaden  weighty 
Burning  pang  or  freezing  pang,  which  I  know  not 't  was  so  great ; 

Life  hath  its  moments  black  unnumbered, 

I  knew  not  if  mine  eyes  had  slumbered, 

Tet  1  tittle  thought  such  pain 

Ever  to  have  known  again  — 

Love  dies,  too,  when  Faith  is  dead, 

Teslemight  Faith  perished. 

1  knew  that  Lore  rould  never  change  — 
That  Love  should  die  seems  yet  moie  strange  — 
Lifting  up  the  downy  veil,  screening  Love  within  my  heart, 
Beating  there  as  beat  my  pulxe,  moving  like  myself  a  part— 
I  had  kept  him  cherished  there  so  deep, 
Heart-rocked  kept  him  in  his  balmy  sleep. 
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Thai  till  now  I  never  knew 
How  his  fihres  rounJ  me  grew  — 
Coulii  not  know  how  deep  ihe  sorrow 
Where  Hope  bringeth  no  to-morrow. 

I  Blruggled,  knowing  we  must  part, 

I  grieved  to  lift  hini  from  my  liearl, 
Grieving    iiiurh    nntl    struggling    much,  forth    1    brought    him 

sorrowing  — 
Drooping  hiin^  liis  fainting  head — all  adown  his  dainty  wing, 

Shrieked  I  wiih  a  wild  and  dark  surprise  — 

For  I  saiv-  the  marble  in  love's  eyes  — 

Yet  I  lioped  his  soul  would  wail 

As  he  oft  hod  wailed  there  — 

Hovering  ihoogh  at  Heaven's  gate  — 

Could  lie  leave  me  lo  despair! 

Unfolded  iliey  the  crystal  door, 
Where  Love  shall  languish  never  more  — 
Weeping  Love  ihy  days  are  o'er-     Lo!  1  lay  thee 
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,    fTBir    NOT    rOH    TRB    DEAD. 


Oh,  weep  not  for  the  dead.' 
Rather,  oh  rather  gi»e  the  tear 
To  those  thai  darkly  linger  here, 

When  all  besides  are  fled ; 
Weep  for  the  spirit  withering 
In  its  cold  cheerless  sorrowing, 
Weep  for  (he  young  and  lovely  one 
That  ruin  darkly  revels  nn ; 

But  never  be  ■  tear-drop  shed 

For  them,  the  pure  enfranchised  dead. 

Oh,  weep  not  for  the  dead . 
No  more  for  them  the  blighting  chill, 
The  thousand  shades  of  earthly  ill, 

The  thousand  thorns  we  tread; 
Weep  for  the  life-charm  early  flown, 
The  spirit  broken,  bleeding,  lone ; 
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Weep  for  the  deaih  pangs  of  the  heart, 

Ere  being  from  llie  bosom  pari ; 
But  never  be  a  tear-drop  given, 
To  those  that  rest  Id  yon  blue  heaven. 


N  vain  ihc  crimson  ^rment  now, 

[l   wraps  a  feeWe  limb  ; 
In  vain  the  jewel  decks  the  brow, 

The  eye  beneath  is  dim : 
For  days  gone  by,  for  days  to  come, 
In  weary  ihoughts  of  blasted  home. 
Does  Judah's  heart,  and  Jiidnh's  eye, 
Darken  amid  your  revelry. 

Ye  have  your  homes,  your  hearths;  your  sirei 
Sleep  'nealh  tlie  garden  tree ; 
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And  ezilea  o'er  the  dtatant  earth, 
How  can  we  wake  the  carol  there. 

One  fligh,  my  harp !  and  then  to  sleep, 

For  all  that  loved  thjr  song  have  flown; 
Why  should'at  thou  lonely  vigils  keep, 

Foreaken,  broken,  and  alone? 
Let  thia  sad  mnnuur  be  thy  last, 

Nor  e'er  again  in  mnaic  swell ; 
Thine  hours  of  joyousness  are  past, 

And  thus  we  sever :  fore  thee  well  I 


I  BEARD  the  music  of  the  wave, 

As  it  rippled  to  the  shore; 
And  saw  the  willow  branches  lave, 

As  light  winds  swept  them  o'er; 
The  music  of  the  golden  bow, 

That  did  the  torrent  span; 
But  I  heard  a  sweeter  music  flow 

From  the  youthful  heart  of  man. 

The  wave  rushed  on;  tite  hues  of  heaven 

Fainter  and  fainter  grew ; 
And  deeper  melodies  were  given 

As  Bwilt  the  changes  flew: 
Then  came  a  shadow  on  my  eight, 

The  golden  bow  was  dim : 
And  he  that  laugh'd  beneath  its  light. 

What  was  the  change  to  him? 

I  saw  him  not;  only  a  throng 
Like  ihe  swell  of  troubled  ocean. 

Rising,  sinking,  swept  along 
In  the  tempest's  wild  commotion: 


Sleeping,  dreaming,  waking  ihcn, 

Chains  lo  link   or  sever; 
Turning  to  the  dream  again, 

Fain  to  clasp  il  ever. 

There  was  a  ru»h  upon  my  brain, 

A  darkneaa  on  mine  eye; 
And  when  I  lurti'd  lo  gaze  again 

The  mingled  forms  were  nigli ; 
In  shadowy  mass  a  mighty  hall 

Rose  on  the  liirul  scene; 
Flowers,  music,  gema  were  flung  o'e 

Nol  such  as  once  had  been. 

Then  in  ils  mist,  far,  far  away, 
A  phantom  seemed  to  be ; 

The  something  of  a  gone-by  day, 
Bui  oh,  how  changed  was  he .' 

He  rose  beside  the  festal  boord, 
Where  sat  ihe  merry  throng; 
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If  wine  can  bring  a  chill  like  this, 
Come,  fill  for  me  the  goblet  high. 

Come,  and  the  cold,  the  false,  the  dead, 
Shall  never  croM  our  revelry; 

We  'U  kiss  the  wine-cup  sparkling  red, 
And  snap  the  chain  of  memory. 


LTJCRETIA  AND  MARGARET  DAVIDSON. 


It  would  be  wnuij;,  merely  for  the  sake  of  chronological  order,  to 
aeparftte  these  sweet  aifitcrs,  who,  though  not  twins  b;  birth,  were  twins 
in  thought,  feeling,  loveliness,  snd  purity.  We  will  sketch  them  to- 
gether, therefore,  while  their  devoted  [nolher  snd  excellent  ftther  shall 
stand  St  their  head. 

Mrs.  Davidson  was  a  daughterof  Dr.Bumet  Miller,  a  respectable  phy- 
sician in  the  city  of  New  York,  where  she  was  born  on  the  2Ttfa  of  June, 
1T87.  Her  mother  was  early  led  a  widow,  and  removed  to  Dutchcas 
Counlf,  where,  at  the  age  ofsisteen,  this  dsughler  was  nxerrted  to  Dr. 
Davidatm.  The  greater  part  of  ber  married  life  was  spent  at  Platiaburg, 
(on  Lake  Champlain,)  where  all  her  children  were  bom,  ten  in  number — 
eight  of  whom  passed  belbre  ber  into  heaven.  She  resided  in  Platiaburg 
at  the  time  c^  the  battle,  August,  IH14.  The  fearful  evento  of  that 
aeasM),  and  her  own  escapes  and  adventures,  have  been  narrated  by  both 
Mrs.  Davidson  and  Margaret,  in  a  fictitious  garb.  She  never  could 
speak  of  them  without  great  eacilemenl ;  arid  invariably  wept  at  the 
KKiDd  of  martial  music    An  intimate  friend  writing  of  her,  nys— 
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■' Mrs.  Uaviilsjn'a  appearance  and  manner  when  talking  enthusisBtical- 
]y,  us  she  alwDva  did  on  a  bvounle  subject,  could  never  be  forgotleo. 
Tlie  traced  ii(  early  beauty  were  still  evident  in  her  large  dark  eye*  and 
her  exquiHilo  cuinplexion ;  but  the  great  charm  of  her  counlenaDca  wu 
in  ita  mingled  expression  of  intelligence  and  Bensibility,  varying  not  □■>- 
frequently  rrnni  deep  sadness  to  a  playliil  vivacity  of  whicti  you  would 
not  at  tir:it  euppose  her  capable."  She  posseAied  great  elasticity  of  spirit 
and  vigour  of  mind,  which  wtre  not  at  all  inipaired  by  the  constaDt  pain 
and  sulTering  she  endured.  During  the  last  lew  yeara  of  her  life,  she 
resided  alternately  at  New  Vork,  Ballaton,  and  Saraioga  Springs,  At 
Ihr  latter  place  she  died,  on  the  57th  of  June,  LB44.  She  had  long  been 
thought  a  victim  to  consumption,  but  the  fearful  and  agonizing  diseaae 
wliicli  terminated  her  life  was  a  cancer  in  the  fiice.  A  year  befijre  her 
death,  a  volume,  entitled  Sflrelinni  from  the  Wrilingi  nf  Mri.  Margit- 
nl  M.  Davidson,  was  published,  with  a  short  prelace  from  her  diatin- 
guished  friend.  Miss  Sedgwick.  Her  poems,  however,  although  they 
display  that  tendcmeasof  feeling  and  romantic  disposition  which  charac- 
terized lier  so  strongly,  are  too  interior  lo  her  daughter's  to  be  quoted 
with  any  advantage. 

Dr.  Davidson  was  a  man  of  extensive  reading,  and  possessed  a  taste 
is  moral   character,   however,  more  than  hia 
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hi  her  iniMCeiice,  mnplicitf ,  play fulnew,  and  roodeatj,  (he  mw  ■  perfect 
child.  Har  caoKieDliouHieM  uid  duliliilDeae  were  renurk&blj  procii- 
nent;  ■•  tbe;  were  alao  wtlh  MugareL  Her  health,  alwijn  rerj 
feeble,  b^an  lo  decline  in  1823,  wbeo  ahe  waa  tahen  from  achool,  and 
Moompanied  her  mother  on  a  Tint  to  aooie  relatifea  in  Canada.  While 
tbere  Ae  finiabed  Amir  Khmtt,  her  lon^fest  poem,  and  began  a  prose  tale, 
tuiMTkeReduMtoflheSarmae.  It  waa  about  this  time  that  the  Hon. 
Hob  Kent,  an  early  friend  of  her  mother,  became  acquainted  with  Lo- 
cietiat  and  ao  deeply  intererted  in  her  ffeoiua,  that  he  reaolred,  if  be 
oould  peraoadeher  parents  to  reaign  her  to  his  care,  to  affiird  her  every 
advantage  far  improvement  that  the  country  could  afibrd.  At  hia  aug- 
featioo,  in  November,  1834,  ahe  waa  placed  under  the  care  of  Hra.  Wil- 
hld;inwhi>eBeniinar;  at  Troy  ahe  remained  during  the  winter.  The 
tMaw'uig  eprinf^,  ahe  waa  Iranslerred  to  a  boarding  achool  at  Albany ; 
bot  while  there  her  health  gave  way,  and  ahe  waa  obliged  to  return 
bome  to  PlattAurg.  The  etrength  of  affection,  and  the  akill  of  phyd- 
ciuMt  failed,  however,  to  reetore  her.  The  hand  of  Death  alone  gave 
ber  eaae ;  and  ahe  gently  fell  asleep  one  morning  in  Auguat  1835 ;  ex- 
actly one  mooih  betive  her  seventeenth  birthday.  Preaident  Morae,  of 
tb«  American  Society  of  Arts,  first  published  her  biography;  and  aooa 
after,  a  delightful  memoir  from  the  able  pen  of  Miaa  Sedgwick  fnmd 
the  nnme  of  I^cretia  Davidson  lar  and  wide. 

Margaret  Miller  waa  bora  on  the  26th  of  March,  ia2a  She 
w«  therefore  hut  two  yeaia  and  a  half  old  when  Lacretia  died;  an 
•vent  which  made  a  deep  impression  on  her.  Although  ao  young,  abe 
■evmed  not  only  to  feel  her  loea,  but  to  understand  and  appreciate  her 
aMler'a  character  and  talents ;  and  from  the  firat  dawning  of  intellect 
gave  evidence  that  ahe  poesened  the  same.  "By  the  time  ahe  waa  six 
fcais  old,"  aaya  her  mother,  *'  her  language  assumed  an  elevated  tone ; 
and  her  mind  aeemed  filled  with  poetic  imagery,  blended  with  veina  of 
religioiu  thnagbL"  The  sacred  writings  were  her  daily  atudy.  Devo- 
tional feelings  aeenied  interwoven  with  her  very  existence.  A  longing 
after  heaven,  that  her  spirit  might  be  free  from  the  thraldom  of  earth, 
waa  aa  natural  to  her,  aa  a  longing  for  a  holiday  to  be  let  loose  from 
achool  la  to  other  childrea  Yet  ahe  enjoyed  most  fiilly  the  quiet  plea- 
Borea  that  surrounded  her,  and  her  heart  waa  always  swelling  with 
love  and  gratitude.  Sometimes,  too,  the  consciousness  (^genius, — 
the  inward  aasurancs  that  she  was  a  poet,  —  would  make  her 
think  on  what  might  be,  were  ahe  to  live ;  hut  the  restlean  thougfata  of 
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1  loat  BgaiOi  in  happier,  calmer  hopes  of  ut  abiding 


3  Utile  knew  tliat  a 


Dear  cliili 
hiHii-iured  nn 

true  poets,  fliE  hid  a  keen  relish  for  tlie  bem 
them  from  her  infancy.  Her  earliest  home  was  upoi 
Saranac,  commmding  &  fine  view  of  Lalie  Champlaii 
by  the  moet  romantic  and  picluresijue  ^etiery ;  but 


henven.  Like  all 
ture,  and  fed  upon 
the  banks  of  the 
I,  and  surrounded 
wherever  she  re- 


sided, she  found  something  lo  admire  and  love,  upon  the  earth  or  in  the 
.ky. 

Mar^ret  nas  always  instructed  bj  her  mother,  whose  poetical 
tastes  and  nffectionate  di«poBition  nude  her  capable  of  apprtciating  btkI 
Bjmpatliizing  with  the  warm  impulses  and  aspiring  tiioughts  of  ber 
sweet  piipit.  The  love  between  this  inoiber  and  daughter  ia  a  poem  of 
itself.  No  one  can  read  the  memoir  of  Margaret,  by  Washington 
Irving,  without  feeling  the  heart,  if  not  the  eyes,  overHow.  But  tlio 
links  that  bound  Ihem  to  each  oth«r  on  earth  were  soar)  severed ;  —  fer 
when  she  wna  but  fifteen  yeare  and  eight  nranlbB  old,  tbta  gentle  girl 
died  at  Ballslon,  Saratoga  County,  in  November,  1^38.  We  could 
not  wish  that  she  should  have  ataid  longer  on  earth,  an  exile  from  her 
n  to  the  soaring  strains  of  her  young  ge- 
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WuEir  eveniag  spreads  her  ihadea  around, 
And  darkness  611s  the  arch  of  heaven ; 

When  not  a  murmur,  not  a  found 
To  Fancy's  sportive  ear  is  given; 

When  the  broad  orb  of  heaven  is  bright. 
And  looks  around  with  golden  eye ; 

Whea  Nature,  soften'd  by  her  light, 
Seems  calmly,  solemnly  to  Ue; 

Then,  when  our  thoughts  are  laised  above 
This  world,  and  all  this  world  can  give; 

Oh,  sister,  sing  the  song  I  love, 
And  lews  of  gratitude  receive. 

The  song  which  thrills  my  bosom's  core, 
And  hovering,  trembles,  half  afraid ; 

0  sister,  sing  the  song  once  more 

Which  ne'er  for  mortal  ear  was  made. 

T  were  almost  sacrilege  to  sing 

Those  notes  amid  the  glare  of  day ; 

Noletf  borne  by  angel's  purest  wing, 
And  wafted  by  their  breath  away. 

When  sleeping  in  my  grass-grown  bed, 
Should'sl  thou  still  linger  here  above, 

Wilt  thou  not  kneel  beside  my  head, 
And,  aialer,  sing  the  song  I  love? 
26  T 
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FX  ATI    or    DEATH. 


1  HAVE  passM  o'er  the  earth  in  the  darkness  of  night, 
I  liave  wiilk'd  the  wild  windi  in  the  morning's  broad  light; 
I  li^vR  paused  o'er  the  bover  where  the  infant  lay  sleeping, 
Aiui  1  've  left  the  fond  mother  in  sorrow  and  weeping. 

My  pinii>n  was  spread,  and  the  cold  dew  of  night 
Which  withers  and  moulders  the  flower  in  its  light, 
fell  rtileritly  o'er  the  warm  cheek  in  its  glow, 
Anil  I  left  it  there  blighted,  and  wasted,  and  low  ; 
I  culled  the  fair  bud,  as  it  danced  in  its  mirth, 
Atid  1  left  it  to  moulder  and  fade  on  the  earth. 


1  paused  o'er  the  valley,  the  glad  sounds  of  joy 
Knse  Hoft  through  the  mist,  and  ascended  on  high ; 
The  faire<<t  were  there,  and  1  paused  in  my  flight. 

Ami   llif  deep  cry  of  wailing  broke  wildly  that  night. 


LVCKETtA    UAEIA    DAVIDSON.  29: 

1  pusM,  and  the  harp  of  the  bard  was  unstrung; 

O'er    the    stream    which    roll'd    deeply,    'twas    recklessly 

hung; 
The  minstrel  was  not!  and  1  pass'd  on  alone, 
O'er  the  newly-raised  turf,  and  the  rudely-carved  stone. 


KORNl  N  G. 

I  GOMK  in  the  breath  of  the  wakenM  breeze, 

I  kiss  the  flowers,  and  I  bend  the  trees; 

And  I  shake  the  dew,  which  hsih  fallen  by  night, 

From  its  throne,  on  the  lily's  pure  bosom  of  while. 

Awake  thee,  when  bright  from  my  couch  in  the  sky, 

I  beam  o'er  the  mountains,  and  come  from  on  high ; 

When  my  gay  pnrple  banners  are  waving  afar; 

When  my  herald,  gray  dawn,  hath  extinguished  each  siar; 

When  I  smile  on  the  woodlands,  and  bend  o'er  the  lake, 

Then  awake  thee,  O  maiden,  I  bid  thee  awake ! 

Thon  mayst  slumber  when  all  the  wide  arches  uf  Heaven 

Glitter  bright  with  the  beautiful  fire  of  even ; 

When  the  moon  walks  in  glory,  and  looks  from  on  high, 

O'er  the  clouds  floating  far  through  the  clear  azure  sky, 

Drifting  on  like  the  beautiful  vessels  of  Heaven, 

To  their  ftr-away  harbour,  all  silently  driven, 

Bearing  on,  in  their  bosoms,  the  chitdten  of  light. 

Who  have  fled  from  this  dark  world  of  sorrow  and  night; 

Where  the  lake  lies  in  calmness  and  darkness,  save  where 

The  bright  ripple  curts,  'neath  the  smile  of  a  star; 

When  all  is  in  silence  and  solitude  here, 

Then  sleep,  maiden,  sleep!  wilhout  sorrow  or  fear! 

But  when  I  steal  silently  o'er  the  lake, 

Awake  thee  then,  maiden,  awake !  oh,  awake ! 
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WiFTED  o'er  B  treacherouH  seo, 
Far  from  home,  nnd  far  from  ihee; 
Between  the  heaven  and  ocean  loss'd, 
"  ir  1  lose  thee,  I  am  lost." 

When  the  polar  star  is  beaming, 
O'er  the  ilark-brow'd   billows  gleaming, 
]  think  of  thee  and  dangers  eruas'd, 
For,  "  If  I  lose  thee,  I  am  lost." 

When  the  lighlliouse  fire  is  blazing. 
High  towards  Heaven  its  red  crest  raisin 
I  think  of  thee,  while  onward  toss'd. 
For,  "If  I  lose  thee.  [  am  lofl." 
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Thou  wert  unfit  to  dwell  with  clay, 
For  sin  too  pure.  Tor  earth  too  bright! 

And  death,  who  caird  thee  hence  away, 
Placed  on  hia  brow  a  gem  o(  light! 

A  gem,  whose  brilliant  glow  is  shed 
Beyond  the  ocean's  swelling  wave, 

Which  gilds  the  memory  of  the  dead, 
And  pours  its  ndiance  on  thy  grave. 

When  day  hath  left  hU  glowing  car, 
And  evening  spreads  her  robe  of  love ; 

When  worlds,  tike  travellers  from  afar, 
Meet  in  the  azure  fields  above; 

When  all  is  stilt,  and  fancy's  realm 
Is  opening  to  the  eager  view. 

Mine  eye  full  ofi,  in  search  of  thee. 
Roams  o'er  that  vast  expanse  of  blue. 

I  know  that  here  thy  harp  is  mute. 
And  qnench'd  the  bright  poetic  fire, 

Tet  stitl  I  bend  my  ear,  to  catch 
The  hymnings  of  thy  seraph  lyre. 

Oh !  if  this  partial  converse  now 
So  joyous  to  my  heart  can  be. 

How  must  the  sireame  of  rapture  flow 
When  both  are  chainless,  both  are  free! 


When  borne  from  earth  for  evermore, 
Our  souls  in  sacred  joy  unite, 

At  God's  almighty  throne  adore, 

And  bathe  in  beams  of  endless  light! 

»6» 
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A  FEW  ahorl  yean  will  roll  along, 
With  mingled  joy  and  poin, 

Then  shall  I  pass — a  brokeD  [one.' 
All  echo  of  a  strain! 

Then  shall   I  fade  away  from  life, 
Like  cloud-tinla  froiii   the  sky, 

When   the  breeze  sweeps  their  surface  o 
And  they  are  lost  for  aye. 

The  soul  may  look  with  fervent  hope 

To  worlds  of  future  bliss; 
Bui  oh !  how  saddening  to  the  heart 

To  be  forgot  in  this! 
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Away,  away,  presumpiuous  thought, 

I  will  nol  dwell  on  thee! 
For  what,  alaa!  am  I  to  fame, 

And  what  ia  fame  to  me  ? 

Let  all  these  wild  and  longing  thoughts 

With  the  dying  year  expire, 
And  I  will  nuree  within  my  breast 

A  purer,  holier  fire! 

Tea,  I  will  Mck  my  mind  to  win 
Prora  all  these  dreams  of  nrife, 

And  toil  to  write  my  name  within 
The  glorious  book  of  life. 

Then  shall  old  Time,  who,  rolling  on, 
Impele  me  towards  the  tnmb, 

Prepare  for  me  a  glorious  crown, 
Through  endless  years  to  bloom. 


'    MT    MOTHKh'S     FIFTiaTH     BIRTHDA 

Tbs,  mother,  Rhy  years  ha*e  fled. 
With  rapid  fDolsleps  o'er  thy  head; 
Have  pnss'd  with  all  their  motley  train. 
And  left  thee  on  thy  couch  of  pain! 
How  many  smiles,  and  sighs,  and  tears. 
How  many  hopes,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 
Have  vanish'd  with  thai  lapse  of  years! 
Though  past,  those  hours  of  pain  and  grief 
Have  left  their  trace  on  memory's  leaf; 
Have  Btamp'd  their  footprints  on  the  heart. 
In  lines  which  never  can  depart; 
Their  influence  on  the  mind  must  bo 
As  endless  as  eternity. 
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Yvarn,  ages,  lo  oblivion  roll, 
Tlieir  meniory  fornix  llic  deathless  soul; 
Tliey  love  their  imprvsa  hs  they  go. 
And  nhopc  ihn  mind  for  joy  or  woe! 
Yes,  moihur,  fifty  ymrs  Imve  post. 
And  bn)ug]i(  ihw  lo  iheir  close  at  Ibbl 
Oil  thai  wc  all  coiitd  gate,  like  ihec, 
Back  on  thnl  lUrk  nnil  lidelesa  sea, 
And  'mid  its  varird  ireonis  find 
A  heart  at  eafe  n-itli  all  mnnkind^ 
A  firm  nnd  self-approving  mind! 
Grief,  tlinl  hud  broken  li»rt«  1ms  fine, 
Hath  only  served  to  strengtlien  tliini-; 
Time,  thul  doth  chill  the  fancy's  play, 
Hath  kindled  thine  with  pnrer  nty; 
And  stem  dinimHe.  whune  icy  ilart 
Hath  power  lo  chill  the  shrinking  hMrt, 
Has  \e(i  thine  warm  with  love  and  truth, 
As  in  the  lialcyon  days  of  youth. 
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The  golden  sunset  hues 
Are  fading  in  the  west; 
The  gorgeous  cloudn  their  brighter  radiance  lose, 
Folded  on  evening's  hreast. 
So  doth  each  wayward  thought, 
From  fancy's  altar  caught, 
Fade  like  thy  tints,  and  muse  itself  to  rest 

Cold  must  that  bosom  be 
Which  never  fell  thy  power, 
Which  never  ihrill'd  with  lender  melody 
At  this  bewitching  hour; 
When  nature's  gentle  art 
Enchains  the  pensive  heart; 
When  the  breeze  sinks  to  rest,  and  shuts  the  fragrsnl  flower. 

Wearied  with  care,  how  sweet  to  hail 
Thy  shadowy,  calm  repose, 
When  all  is  silent  but  the  whispering  gale 
Which  greets  the  sleeping  rose; 
When,  as  thy  shadows  blend, 
The  trembling  thoughts  ascend, 
And  home  aloft,  the  gates  of  heaven  unclose. 


SARAH  LOUISA  P.  SMITH. 

Tbh  lovely  and  amiable  lady,  whose  life  was  of  such  short  du- 
ntloa,  ealU  forth  as  much  tendemeaa  and  admiration  as  those  bright 
children  ofcenlja  we  have  just  been  contemplating.  Sha  wu  bom  at 
Detroit  in  June,  llrlll,  and  died  belbre  slie  had  attained  her  twenty-tirBt 
year,  in  Febrjary,  18:)2.  Her  family  name  was  Uickoian.  She  was 
educated  by  her  moilier  with  great  care  and  devotion,  in  the  little  town 
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of  Newton,  iieur  Boston ;  which  had  long  been  llie  home  of  her  mother  ^ 
Biicestors.     She  begin  to  compose  wlicii  a  ver;  little  chilit;  and  bf  th^ 
time  ahi!  was  Glteen,  iKr  uncommon  talents  hod  maile  her  an  object  oT 
attention  to  a  large  circle.     At  sixteen  she  was  married  to  .Mr.  S.  J. 
Bmith.  of  Providence.  R.  l.>  who  [ntblished  ■  VoJunie  of  Poena  {torn 
her  pen,  soon  after  their  tnarriage. 

There  is  a  delicacy  and  puritj  of  thought,  a  cheerful  buoyancy  of 
feeling  about  her  productions,  which  make  thorn  both  pleasing  Bitd  ase- 
ful  -,  and  as  Mrs.  Smith  was  remarkably  sensible  of  her  oirn  deficiencies, 
and  earneat  in  self-discipline,  there  is  every  reason  to  (lupposH  tliat  she 
would  have  attained  great  excellence,  had  she  not  been  so  early  called 
away.  The  gemuaofthia  young  poetess,  however,  was  not  her  g-reatest 
charm.  The  qualities  of  her  heart  were  superior  to  tlioee  of  hor  head  ; 
and  bright  as  the  shining  intellect  was,  the  lustre  of  her  love  and  truth 
and  purjiy  fur  outohone  iL  It  has  been  said  by  one  who  knew  her  well, 
"  Any  literary  distinction  ahc  might  have  gained  could  never  have  be*n 
thought  of  in  her  presence ;  it  was  the  confiding  sincerity  of  her  man- 
ners, llic  playfulness  of  lier  coDvermtion,  her  enthusiastic  and  devoted 
assiduity  to  those  she  loved,  which  made  her  presence  a  perpetual  de- 
light'' Her  personal  appearance,  also,  was  one  of  great  loveliness; 
and  when  we  are  assured  that  to  beauty,  genius,  and  amiability,  there 
waa  added  the  most  anient  and  unaffected  piety,  we  may  well  believe 
that  she  was  littcd  while  on  earth  for  singing  among  the  aeraphs  in 


nor  touch   thy   nine,  bright  bird, 
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To  dip  them  where  the  waters  glide 
That  flow  froai  a  troubled  earthly  tide. 

The  fields  of  upper  &ir  are  thine, 

Thy  place  where  stars  shine  free: 
I  would  tAy  home,  bright  one,  were  mine, 

Above  life*!  stormy  sea. 
1  would  never  wander,  bird,  like  thee, 

So  near  this  place  again. 
With  wing  and  spirit  once  light  and  free — 

They  should  wear  no  more  the  chain 
With  which  they  are  bound  and  felier'd  here, 
For  ever  struggling  for  skies  more  clear. 

There  are  many  things  like  ihee,  bright  bird, 

Hopes  aH  thy  plumage  gay; 
Our  air  is  with  them  for  ever  stirr'd, 

But  still  in  air  they  stay. 
And  happiness,  like  thee,  fair  one, 

Is  ever  hovering  o'er. 
But  re<u  in  a  land  of  brighter  sun, 

On  a  wavelets,  peaceful  shore. 
And  stoops  to  lave  her  wear}'  wings, 
Where  the  fount  of  "  living  waters  "  springs. 


1    WODLD    NEVER    KNEBL. 

I  wocLD  never  kneel  at  a  gilded  shrine. 

To  worship  (he  idol  gold; 
I  would  never  feller  this  heart  of  mine. 

As  a  thing  for  fortune  sold. 

There  are  haughty  steps  that  would  walk  (he  globe, 

O'er  necks  of  humbler  ones ; 
I  would  scorn  lo  bow  to  iheir  jewell'd  robe. 

Or  the  beam  of  their  coin-lit  suns. 
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But  P(l  bow  to  the  light  that  God  haa  ^iven, 

The  nobler  liglii  of  mind. 
The  only  light,  save  that  of  Heaven, 

That  should  Tree-will  homage  find. 


1  ivoi:lb  not  have  ihee  deem  my  heart 

Unmiiidrul  of  those  higher  joys, 
ilc/Tiirdless  of  ihat  belter  pari 

Which  earthly  passion  ne'er  alloys. 
I  w  iild  not  have  ihee  think  I  live 

Within  heaven's  pure  and  blessed  light, 
Nor  feeling,  nor  afieclion  give 

To  Him  who  makes  my  pathway  bright. 

I  would  not  chain  to  mystic  creeds 

A  spirit  fellerless   and  free ; 
The  beatiteous  path  lo  heaven  that  leads 


And  early  in  its  paUiway  proved 

life's  iminbow  hues  were  forni'd  of  tears. 

I  shaU  not  meet  tbem  here  again, 

ThoM  lo?ed  and  lost,  and  cherish'd  ones, 

Bright  links  in  young  afiection's  chain, 
In  memory's  sky  unselting  suns. 

But  perfect  in  the  world  above, 

Through  snaring,  woe,  and  trial  here, 
Shall  ^ow  the  undiminishM  love 

Which  clouds  and  distance  fail'd  to  sear; 
But  1  have  lingered  all  to  long, 

Thy  kind  remembrance  to  engage, 
And  woven  but  a  mournful  song, 

Wherewith  to  dim  thy  page. 


Through  Warsaw  there  is  weeping, 

For  the  hero  who  is  sleeping, 
With  death  upon  his  brow; 
The  trumpet-tone  will  waken 
No  more  his  martial  tread. 
Nor  the  battleground  be  shaken, 
When  his  banner  is  outspread ! 
Now  let  our  hymn 

Float  through  the  aisle. 
Faintly  and  dim, 

Where  moonbeanis  smile; 
Sbten,  let  our  solemn  strain 
Breathe  a  blessing  o'er  the  slain! 

There 's  a  voice  of  grief  in  Warsaw, 

The  mourning  of  the  brave 
O'er  the  chieftain  who  is  gather'd 
Unto  his  honour'd  grave; 
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Who  now  will  fcce  the  foenian  i 
Who  break  the  tyrent'a  chain? 
Tlieir  braveat  one  liea  bllen, 

And  sleeping  wild  ihe  slain. 


No- 


lei  c 


Floai  throng  the  aisle, 
Faintly  and  dim, 

Where  moonbeams  smile ; 
Sisters,  lei  our  dirge  be  said 
Slowly  o'er  ihe  saiiiied  dead! 


Ther 


5  of  V 


1  weeping, 

In  Warsaw  heard  to-night, 
And  eyes  close  not  in  sleepinj^. 

That  late  with  joy  were  bright; 
No  Festal  torch  is   lighted, 

No  notes  of  mii^ic  swell; 
Their  couDlry's  hope   was  blighted, 

When  that  son  of  freedom  feU ! 
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FaiDily  and  diiii, 

Where  moonbeami  smile; 
Sisters,  let  our  Holemn  slnin 
Breathe  a  blessing  o'er  the  slain! 


LYDIA  JANE  PEIRSON. 

Tub  plcBSkDt  cttj  of  Mhtdletown,  Connecticut,  was  the  birthplace 
oT  "The  forest  minstrel,"  Mrs.  Peirson.  Her  parents,  (whose  sur- 
Dtme  was  Wheeler,)  were  both  personsof  great  intelligence  and  piety, 
and  afibrded  their  daughter  every  Ikcility  for  obla.in]ng  a  good  educa- 
tion. Her  poetical  tastes  were  quickly  developed,  and  Ibndly  encou- 
raged by  her  ftther,  who  was  himseir  a  psssionate  lover  of  poetry, 
flowers,  music,  and  of  whatever  makes  life  beautiliiL  Some  of  her  ear- 
liest recollections  are  of  singing  her  own  rhytnee  to  little  wild  airs  of 
her  own  compoaition,  as  she  eat  at  twilight  among  the  flowers  her  lather 
bait  planted,  aitd  taught  her  to  cultivate.  In  her  happy  childhood's 
booie  she  remained  until  her  sixteenth  year,  when  her  father  removed 
to  (^anandaigua,  N.  V.  Here,  at  the  age  of  seventeen,  she  married, 
and  two  years  after,  went  with  her  husband  and  his  ftmily  to  Liberty, 
Tioga  County,  where  she  breasted  the  hardships  of  pioneer  life  in  one 
of  the  wildest  northern  counties  of  Pennsylvania.  For  a  long  while 
her  dwelling-place  was  a  log-cabin  in  the  woods,  five  miles  from  any 
house,  Bikd  twenty  from  any  village  where  there  was  a  store,  or  a  house 
for  public  worship.  Her  privations  snd  inconveniences  were  many,  and 
her  sorrows  too;  but  she  poured  out  her  soul  in  song,  and  fiiund — to  use 
her  own  words — that  her  "  converse  with  poetry,  wild-flowers,  sitd  sing- 
ing birds,  was  nearly  all  that  made  lite  endurable."  She  is  still  a 
dweller  of  the  ferest,  but  has  exchanged  the  log-hut  E)r  a  beautiful  farm 
in  the  midst  of  thoae  dense  woods.  Not  long  ago  we  received  from  the 
Hon.  Ellis  Lewis,  of  Lancaster,  s  short  account  of  the  way  in  which  this 
pleasant  chsnge  was  brought  about ;  and  have  since  seen  the  interesting 
story  in  print,  from  which  we  feel  no  hesitancy  in  transcribing.  "A  num- 
ber of  years  ago,  when  the  best  talents  of  Pennsylvania  were  called  into 


304 


LYOIA    JIIJE    PEIRSON 


requisition  to  establiidi  a  eystenmrcioinnioa  BchmlB&r  tlie  genenl  eda- 
ealiou  of  the  people,  Tltvldeiui  StevctUh  a  diHting-iiulieil  lawyer  or  the 
sUle,  made  a  maslerly  apvitch  in  Ibo  Legi«Uiiire  ni  &nMir  of  education. 
Judge  EIIls  Lewia,  who  is  alio  dinting uiihed  for  his  learning  and  ability 
as  a  Jurist,  wub  at  the  time  Pre«ideut  of  several  literary  inHtituUDiui, 
and  leeloualy  engaged  in  promoUng  the  cause  of  vduulioii  by  deliver- 
i[ig  literary  and  scientific  lectures.  About  tliis  time,  a  poworlttl  |in>- 
duction  in  poetry,  in  bvour  of  education,  nude  its  appennnce.aad  gave 
a  new  iinpelua  to  the  cause.  Judge  I«wi«  made  immodiate  inquiry 
concerning  the  writer  of  it ;  and  ascertained  tJiat,  owing  to  a  loug  and 
sadlrainuf  misfortaDGBiIheftir  auIhorsMk  witlialarg^bmily,  wa«  wiili> 
out  a  home,  and  in  a  stale  of  grcnt  pecuniary  embnrraiamenL  Hn  met 
Mr.  Stevens,  then  a  rich  bachelor,  in  llie  Chamber  of  the  f  louse  of 
Representatives,  and  suggested  the  pro[iriety  of  raising  sumetiiing  Ibi 
the  relief  of  bo  much  talent  and  wutlli.  With  that  true  bvuovulence 
iur  which  Mr.  Stevens  is  disiiugui^ed,  he  autliorised  the  Judgv  tu  pur- 
chase a  suitsble  &nii.  sucb  a»  tli«  lady  hersolf  might  anlect,  and  with- 
out any  limit  with  reBpect  to  tlie  price,  to  draw  upon  hun  fur  tiie  amouuL 
The  lady  was  overwheltued  witli  aslonidiment  when  she  rMteived  a 
letter  from  Judge  Lewie,  who  was  only  known  to  her  hy  reputatiuii, 
apprising  her  of  hia  cnmmissiMi.     i^he,  however,  made  the  selection. 
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Thk  fire  is  bUuiDg  on  the  ample  hearth, 
Diflusing  Gomrort  through  the  antique  room, 

And  we  are  watching  in  our  simple  mirth 
The  giant  shadows  starling  from  the  gloom. 

With  seeming  menace  and  imperious  air 

They  seem  to  beckon  with  their  wavering  hands, 

And  flit  away.     We  wonder  whence  they  are, 
And  seek  to  reason  of  the  ghostly  bands. 

But  at  our  mother's  voice  we  leave  our  play, 

And  crowd  our  low  seats  close  around  her  chair ; 

Each  prompt  to  meet  the  loving  smiles  that  play 
Upon  her  lips  and  brow  ao  purely  fair. 

Her  beautiful  white  hand  forsakes  awhile 

The  task  by  love  made  pleasant  for  our  sake. 

To  rest  a  moment,  with  caressing  wile, 

On  brows  that  ^eath  that  pressure  could  not  ache. 

Her  clear  eyes  rest  with  proud  yet  troubled  joy 
Upon  the  blue-eyed  treasures  at  her  feel; 

Tlie  rosy  girl,  the  noble-hearted  boy. 

The  little  smilers,  with  their  prattle  sweet 

All  good  and  happy,  through  her  pious  care^ 
Loving  and  well-beloved,  a  blessed  band, 

All  leaning  on  her  love,  rejoiced  to  share- 

The  blessings  of  her  voice,  her  love,  her  hand. 

And,  now,  our  father,  who,  the  whole  day  long. 
Had  plied  the  art  by  which  he  earns  us  bread, 

With  glance  of  pleasure  on  his  own  ghd  throng. 
Sits  down  to  laste  the  feast  for  reason  spreatL 
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His  iiiuch-lovei!  book  —  tlie  poet's  lofiy  lay, 
Tlie  traveller's  lale  of  strange  and  farnsff  lands, 

The  voyager's  story  of  ihe  mighty  sea, 

Tlie  altentiun  of  the  little  group  commands. 

We  listen,  full  of  wonder  and  delight, 
Urilil  the  nitdiing  volume  is  laid  by. 

Ami  loving  voices  breoLhe  the  kind  "Good  night!" 
And  light  lids  close  above  each  sleepy  eye. 


'Tia  not  for  Fame:  I  know  I  may  not  win 
A  wreath  from  high  Parnassus,  for  my  name 
l9  wriiten  on  the  page  of  humble  life, 
From  which  the  awarders  of  tlie  laurel  wreaih 
Avert  their  eyes  with  scorning. 
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Of  health,  and  hope,  and  joy,  that  should  hare  fed 

Upon  iu  pushing  waters  and  rich  dew, 

Lie  witherM  in  her  boaom,  breathing  forth 

The  odoura  of  a  crush'd  and  wasted  heart, 

That  eanaol  hope  for  soothing  or  tedress, 

SaTe  in  the  quiet  bosom  of  the  grave, 

And  in  the  heaven  beyond. 

Tis  not  for  Fame 
That  I  awaken  with  my  simple  lay 
The  echoes  of  the  forest    I  but  sing 
As  sings  the  bird,  that  poura  her  native  strain, 
Because  her  soul  is  made  of  melody ; 
And  lingering  in  the  bowers,  her  warblings  seem 
To  gather  round  her  all  the  tuneful  forms. 
Whose  bright  wings  shook  rich  incense  from  the  Aowers, 
And  balmy  verdure  of  the  sweet  young  spring. 
O'er  which  the  glad  day  shed  his  brightest  smile, 
And  night  her  purest  tears.    I  do  but  sing 
Like  that  sad  bird,  who  in  her  loneliness 
Pours  out  in  song  the  treasures  of  her  soul, 
Which  else  would  burst  her  bosom,  which  has  nought 
On  which  to  lavish  the  warm  streams  that  gush 
Up  from  her  trembling  heart,  and  pours  them  forth 
Upon  the  sighing  winds,  in  fitful  strains. 

Perchance  one  pensive  spirit  loves  the  song, 
And  lingers  in  the  twilight  near  the  wood 
To  list  her  plaintive  sonnet,  which  unlocks 
The  sealed  fountain  of  a  hidden  grief. — 
That  pensive  listener,  or  some  playful  child, 
Hay  misa  the  lone  bird's  song,  what  time  her  wings 
Are  folded  in  the  calm  and  silent  sleep, 
Above  her  broken  heart     Then,  though  they  weep 
In  her  deserted  bower,  and  hang  rich  wreaths 
Of  ever-living  flowers  upon  her  grave, 
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What  will  it  profit  her  who  would  have  slept 
As  deep  and  sweet  without  them  ? 

Oh !  how  TBin 
With   promised  garlands  for  the  sepulchre, 
To  iliink  10  cheer  the  soul,  whose  daily  prayer 
Is  but  for  bread  and  peace  i  —  whose  trembling  hopes 
For  immorlalily  ask  one  green  leaf 
From  olT  the  healing  treea  that  grow  beside 
Thy  pure  bright  river  of  Elernal  Life. 

THE     LAST     FALE     FLOWERS. 

The  last  pole  flowers  are  drooping  on  the  stems, 
The  last  sear  leaves  fall  fluttering  from  ihe  tree, 

The   latest  groups  of  Summer's  flying  gems 
Are    hymning  forth  a  parting  melody. 


Tlip  winds  are  heavy-wiiig'd  and  linger  by, 
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We  feel  them  near  na,  and  epTead  out  the  icroll 
Of  hearts  vhoM  feelings  they  were  wont  to  share, 

That  they  may  read  the  constancy  of  soul 
And  all  the  high  pure  motives  written  there. 

And  thea  we  weep,  as  if  our  cheek  were  press'd 
To  friendship's  holy  unsuspecting  heart, 

Which  nnderslands  our  own.     Oh,  vision  blest! 
Alas,  that  such  illusion  should  depart. 

1  ott  have  piay'd  that  death  may  come  to  roe 

In  such  a  spiritual  autumnal  day ; 
For  surely  it  would  be  no  agony 

With  all  the  beautiful  to  pass  away. 

COME    TO    TBB     WOODS. 

CoHK  to  the  woods  in  June, 

Tis  happiuess  to  rove 
When  Nature's  lyres  are  all  in  tune, 

And  life  all  full  of  lore. 
Come,  when  the  morning  light, 

Advancing  from  afar, 
Veils,  with  a  glory  soft  and  bright, 

Her  smiling  &vourile  star. 
While  from  the  dewy  dells. 

And  every  wild-wood  bower, 
A  thousand  little  feather'd  bells 

Ring  oat  the  matin  hour. 

Come,  when  the  sun  is  high, 

And  earth  all  full  in  bloom, 
When  every  passing  summer  sigh 

Is  languid  with  perfume ; 
When  by  the  mountain^rook 

The  watchful  red-deer  lies; 
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Ami  spoiled  lawns,  in  many  nook, 

Have  closed  iheir  wild,  bright  eyes;- 
While  from  tbe  giant  iree. 

And  fairy  of  ihe  sod, 
A  dreamy  wind-harp  melody 

Sjieaka  lo  ihe  soul  of  God; 
Whiise  beauteous  g'ifU  of  love 

The  passing  hours  unfold, 
Till  e'en  (he  sombre  hemlock  boughi 

Are  tipped  with  fringe  of  gold. 


Come,  when  the  sun  is  set, 

And  see  along  the  west 
llt^aven'B  glory,  streaming  through  the  gate 

By  which  he  pass'd  lo  real, 

While  brooklets,  as   they  tlow 

BoncBih  the  cool  sweet  boners. 
Sing  fairy  legends,  ioft  and  low, 
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TBB     BRIDK     OF     HKA 


How  beautiful  she  lies,  upon  her  pure  while  bed, 
While  pttle  flowers  o'er  her  brow  a  holy  iacense  shed; 
The  eyelids  tremble  not,  so  peaceful  is  her  rest. 
That  even  her  niaiden  heart  Les  silent  in  her  breast 

Why  o'er  the  sweet  calm  face,  fond  mother,  dost  thou  weep  ? 
Wouldst  thou  awake  thy  child  from  such  &  quiet  sleep  ? 
She  is  asleep  with  Him  whose  love  alone  is  pure. 
Within  whose  presence  blisa  ahalt  evermore  endure. 

No  grief,  no  care,  no  pnin,  can  ever  pierce  her  heart, 
No  lored  voice  say  again,  "sweet  sinter,  we  must  part!" 
The  living  waters  sweel  have  quench'd  her  spirit's  thirst, 
And  on  her  soul  the  light  of  Holiness  has  bursL 

Why  weep  we  then  for  her  whose  days  of  pain  are  o'er  ? 
Bright  hands  have  wiped  her  tears,  and  she  shall  shed  no 

more. 
To  agony  and  tears  the  brides  of  earth  are  given^ 
Oh,  bless  her,  as  she  lies,  the  pure  young  bride  of  Heaven. 

SUNSET    IN    THB     FORKST. 

Come  now  unto  the  Forest,  and  enjoy 
llie  loveliness  of  nature.     Look  abroad 
And  note  the  tender  beauty  and  repose 
Of  the  magnilicent,  in  earth  and  sky. 
See  what  a  ndiant  smile  of  golden  light 
O'erspreads  the  face  of  heaven ;  while  the  west 
Bums  like  a  living  ruby,  in  the  ring 
Of  the  deep  green  horizon.     Now  the  shades 
Are  deepening  round  the  feet  of  the  tall  trees, 
Bending  the  head  of  the  pale  blossoms  down 
Upon  their  mother's  bosom,  where  the  breeze 
Comes  with  a  low  sweet  hymn  and  balmy  kiss, 
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To  lull  ihem  to  rqiow.     I^iok  now,  Md  see 

How  everj'  mouiitoin,  with  iw  [eary  plume. 

Or  rocky  helm,  wilh  crust  of  pant  pine. 

Is  reilM  wilh  Bottling  amber,  nnil  gives  b&ck 

The  loving  emile  of  the  departing  sun, 

AuU  noilB  a  calm  adieu. 

Hark!  from  the  dell 

Where  sombre  hemiocks  sigh  uiilo  the  streams, 

Which  with  its  everlasting  harmony 

Remrns  eiicli  tender  whisper ;  wtiai  a  gush 

Of  liquid  melody,  like  soft,  rich  tones 

Of  flule  and  viol,  mingling  in  «weei  strains 

Of  love  and  rapture,  float  away  toward  heaven. 

Tia   the   ^doleo  from  her  sweet  place, 

Singing  to  nslure'i  God  the  perfect  hymn 

Of  Qnliire'a  innocence. 

Does  it  nol  seem 

That  earth  is  lisl'ning  to  that  evening  song? 

Tliere  's  such  a  hush  on  inountnin,  plain,  and  streams. 

ij=».«_      ..„.      tt.-     ...»      ,„     ll„™,      ™      hi.      K„....n 

JULIA  H.  SCOTT. 

Thu  iadj,  whose  maiden  name  was  Kinney,  resided  in  Towaixk, 
Bradford  GmdIj,  PennEylvanio,  i  place  whose  wild  romanlic  beautj  baa 
been  celebnted  bj  manj  of  her  aieter-poeta.  She  died  in  1842,  and, 
EOun  after  thii  eient,  A  Vtilume  of  Poena  was  collected  from  her 
wrilinga,  and  published  in  Boelon.  Her  style  was  simple  and  melo- 
dious; Ihe  followinf;  exquisite  lines  to  Mg  Child  are  full  of  uatunl 
imagery,  poeiic  thought,  and  unaffected  feeling. 


"There  i*  one  who  baa  loved  me  debair'd  fVom  ibe  dajr." 

Tbe  foot  of  Spring  is  on  yon  blue-topp'd  mountain, 

Leaving  lU  green  prints  'neath  each  spreading  tree ; 
Her  voice  is  heard  beside  the  swelling  fountain, 

Giving  sweet  tones  to  its  wild  melody. 
From  the  warm  South  she  brings  unnumber'd  roses 

To  greet  with  smilea  the  eye  of  grief  and  care ; 
Her  balmy  breath  on  the  worn  brow  repose, 

And  her  rich  gifts  are  scatter'd  everywhere : 
[  heed  them  not,  my  child! 

In  ihe  low  vale  the  snow-white  daisy  springeth, 

The  golden  dandelion  by  its  side, 
The  eglantine  a  dewy  fragrance  flingeth 

To  the  soft  breeze  that  wanders  far  and  wide. 
The  hyacinth  and  polyanthus  render, 

From  their  deep  hearts,  an  offering  of  lore; 
And  fresh  Hay-pinks,  and  half-blown  lilacs,  tender 

Their  grateful  homage  to  the  skies  above: 
I  heed  them  not,  my  child! 
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In  ihe  clear  brook  arc  tpringing  water-cfesses, 

And  pale-green  niflhe»,  and  fair,  nameless  flowers, 
While  o'er  [hem  dip  the  willow's  verdani  Iresses, 

Dimpling  (he  surface  wiili  Uieir  mimic  showers. 
The  honeysuckle  statlthily  is  creeping 

Round  the  low  porch  and  mossy  cotlage-«aves ; 
Oh,  Spring  halh  fairy  Ireasures  in  her  keeping. 

And  lovely  are  ihe  landscapes  lliat  ahe  weaves  : 
Tib  nought  to  me  my  child! 

Down  the  green  lane  come  peaU  of  heartfelt  laughter; 

The  school  haa  dent  iia  eldest  innialea  forth; 
And  now  a  smaller  band  comes  dancing  after, 

Filling  ihe  air  with  ahouls  of  infant  rairih. 
At  ihe  rude  gate  ^o  onxiuua  dame  is  bending 

To  clasp  her  roay  darling  lo  het  breast; 
Joy,  pride  anil  hope  are  in  her  bosom  blending; 

Ah,  peace  with  her  is  no  unusual  guest; 

Not  so  with  me,  my  cluld! 


O,  cut  the  inantle  of  thy  presence  o'er  me! 
BeloTed,  leave  me  not  bo  deeply  lone! 

Come  back  to  me,  my  child! 

Upon  that  breast  of  pitying  love  thou  leanest, 

Which  ott  on  earth  did  pillow  such  u  thou, 
Kor  tum'd  away  petitioner  the  meanest  — 

Pray  to  Him,  sinless  —  He  will  hear  ihee  now. 
Plead  for  ihy  weak  »nd  broken-hearted  mother; 

Pray  that  thy  voice  may  whisper  words  of  peace ; 
Her  ear  is  deaf,  and  can  discern  no  other; 

Speak,  and  her  bitter  sorrowings  shall  cease : 
Come  back  to  me,  my  child! 

Come  but  in  dreams  —  let  me  once  more  behold  thee, 

At  in  thy  hours  of  buoyancy  and  glee, 
And  one  brief  moment  in  my  arms  enfold  thee  — 

Beloved,  I  will  not  ask  thy  slay  with  me! 
Leave  but  the  impress  of  thy  dove-like  beauty, 

Which  memory  strives  so  vainly  to  recall. 
And  I  will  onward  in  the  path  of  duty, 

Restraining  tears  that  ever  fain  would  fall ! 

Come  but  in  dreams,  my  child ! 


I  HISS  thee  each  lone  hour, 

Star  of  my  heart! 
No  other  voice  hath  power 

Joy  to  impart 

I  listen  for  thy  hasty  step. 
Thy  kind  sweet  tone; 

But  silence  whispers  me, 
TAou  art  atone .' 
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Darkness  ia  on  the  hearlh — 

Naught  do  1  say ; 
Buuks  are  but  liiile  worth  — 

Thou  an  away ! 
Voices,  the  true  and  kind, 

Strange  are  to  me; 
I  have  lost  heart  and  mind) 

Thinking  of  thee. 


LoTSLY  thou  art!  ay,  lorely 

In  spirit  and  jn  form; 
A  sunbeam  glancing  o'er  life's  teais, 

A  rainbow  through  the  storm; 
A  anoiv-drop  'mid  earih's  darker  hues, 

Unwarm'd  by  flaiiery's  breath, 
A  harp-lone  flung  from  cherub  hands, 


ANN  S.  STEPHENS. 

Ai/rHOtroH  the  name  and  fame  of.  Mrs.  Stephens  belong'  particulirl]' 
to  the  prose-whtera  of  America,  ;et  sa  beautiful  in  their  aimplicily  and 
eameatnen  are  some  of  her  poetical  strains,  that  we  cannot  refraio 
frofn  giving  them  a  welcome  to  our  pages,  while  we  express  our  adroi- 
ntion  of  their  unpretending  merit 

Mrs.  Stephens  is  a  Dative  of  Derby,  Connecticut;  and  a  daughter  of 
John  Wintcrbothtm,  Esq.,  who  was  formerly  connected  with  the  late 
Gen.  DsTtd  Humphreys,  in  the  woollen  manutactory  at  Humphrey's 
Ville,Cdnn^butnow  resides  in  Ohio.  In  1831, she  was  married  loEd  ward 
Stephens,  Esq.,  and  soon  after  removed  to  Portland,  Maine.  In  1^35, 
she  UEidertook  the  editorship  of  Thr  PorllaTid  Magazint,  (which  Mr. 
Stephens  had  established,)  and  conducted  it  with  much  success  fbr  two 
jreara,  when  ill-health  compelled  her  to  give  it  up.  She  also  edited 
Tlie  Porlland  Sketch  Book,  composed  of  contributions  from  tlie  various 
•uthMBofthatciiy.  Mrs.  Stephens  came  to  New  York  in  1637,  in  which 
city  she  has  resided  ever  since.  For  four  yearsshe  conducted  TheLadiei' 
Compaaum ;  in  1642,  she  became  editorially  connected  with  Grokam'i 
Magaxine  ,'  in  the  tallowing  year  she  established  The  hadiet'  fVarldi 
and  has  been  constant  and  energetic  in  her  literary  labours  until  the 
present  time.    She  is  now  the  editor  of  "nt  Laditi'  Nattcn^  Maga- 

Her  own  contributiotu,  numerous  and  skilful  as  they  are,  to  the  va- 
rious periudicats  of  the  day,  prove  her  to  be  as  induetrious  a  composer 
■8  she  is  a  laborious  editor.  Her  stories  always  contain  many  excellent 
Bionl  lesaona,  and  much  original  thought;  whatever  she  writes  is 
written  with  a  buld  pen,  and  with  that  unmixed  sincerity  of  purpose, 
that  never  &ila  to  attiact  attention  and  secure  respect 


TBI    OLD    ArrLE-TBEI. 

I  «M  thinking  of  ih«  homestead 
With  its  low  and  sloping  roof; 

And  the  maple  boughs  that  shadow'd  il 
With  a  green  and  leafy  vroot; 


I  am  thinking  of  ific  lilftc  trees 
That  sbnnk  ilitir  purple  plumes, 

And,  when  l)in  ssah  was  open, 
3h«d  fragrsneo  thmugh  our  rooms. 

I  nm  lliinking  of  the  rivulet, 

Willi  iu  cool  and  silvery  flow. 
Of  ilie  old  gray  rock  that  shadowM  it, 

Anil  tlie  pepiMnnint  below. 
I  am  nut  »ad  or  sorrowful. 

But  memories  will  came ; 
So  \ixve  me  to  my  solitude, 

And  ht  me  think  uf  home. 

Thrre  w«s  not  nroitnd  my  birthplace 

A  thifkcl  or  a  flower 
But  rhildiRh  pmc,  or  frinndly  face, 

Has  given  it  a  power 
To  hsunl  me  in  my  afler  life, 

And  be  with  me  again. 


AKN     8.     STEPHEH8. 

Bol  when  there  rose  a  rivalry 

Tveen  clouds  and  pleasant  weather, 

Till  the  lUDshine  and  the  rain-dropa 
Came  lau^ung  down  together; 

That  patriarch  old  apple-tree 

EnjofM  the  lovely  strire; 
The  sap  sprang  lightly  through  its  reins. 

And  circled  into  life; 
A  cloud  of  pale  and  tender  buds 

Burst  o'er  each  rugged  bough, 
And  amid  their  starting  rerdure 

The  robins  made  their  row. 

That  tree  was  very  beautiful 

When  all  the  leaves  were  green, 
And  roay  buds  lay  opening 

Amid  their  tender  sheen; 
When  the  bright  translucent  dewdropa 

Shed  blossoms  as  they  fell. 
And  melted  in  their  fragrance, 

Uke  music  in  a  shell. 

It  was  greenest  in  the  aummei^time. 

When  cheerful  sunlight  wove, 
Amid  its  thrifty  leafiness, 

A  warm  and  glowing  love ; 
When  swelling  fruit  blush'd  niddily 

To  summer's  balmy  breath, 
And  the  laden  boughs  droop'd  heavily 

To  the  green  award  underneath. 

'Twas  brightest  in  a  rainy  day, 

When  all  the  purple  west 
Was  piled  with  fleecy  storm-clouds, 

That  never  seem'd  at  rest; 
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When  a  C€>ol  and  lulling  melody 
Fell  from  the  dripping  Dares, 

And  soft  WBrm  drops  came  pattering 
Upon  the  restless  leaves. 

But,  i>ti,  llie  aceiie  was  glorious 

When  clouds  were  lightly  liren) 
Ani!  there,  above  my  valle)-  home, 

Cnme  out  ilie  bow  of  heaven; 
And,  in  its  fitful  brilliancy 

lliing  quivering  on  high, 
Like  0  jeweti'd  arch  at  paradiss 

Kdflerled  through  the  sky. 

I  am  tliinking  nf  the  fiiotpalh 

My  ronalant  visits  made. 
Between  tlie  dear  old  homesicnd 

And  that  lealy  apple  shade; 
Wliere  the  flow  of  disUni  waicra 
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Till  my  heart  has  swell'il  witli  feelings 

For  which  it  had  no  name, 
A  yearning  love  for  poesy, 

A  thirating  after  fame. 

I  have  gazed  up  through  the  foliage 

With  dim  and  tearful  eyea, 
And  with  a  holy  reverence 

Dwelt  on  the  changing  skies, 
Till  the  burning  stars  were  peopled 

With  foma  of  spirit-birth, 
And  I  've  olmosl  heard  their  harp-strings 

Rererberste  oo  earth. 


Lbt  me  perish  in  the  early  spring, 

When  thickets  all  are  green ; 
When  rosy  buds  are  blossoming 

Amid  their  tender  sheen; 
When  the  raindrops  and  the  sunshine 

Lie  sleeping  in  the  leaves; 
And  swallows  haunt  the  thrifty  vine. 

That  drapes  the  collage  eaves. 

Let  me  perish  in  the  early  spring, 

The  childhood  of  the  year; 
I  would  not  have  a  gloomy  thing 

Pass  o'er  my  humble  bier ; 
For  when  a  broken  heart  gives  way, 

In  such  a  world  as  ours, 
Tis  well  lo  lei  the  humble  clay 

Pass  gently  with  tlie  flowers. 


CAROLINE  M.  SAWYER. 


Mm.  Sawtkr,  whiwft  miidcn  n*mo  wm  Fiahor,  wu  bnni  at  New- 
ton. iMnasncliuEctM,  in  the  ;i»r  181S,and  lived  tliere  until  her  marru^ 
witli  ilie  Hev.  T.  J.  Sstvyet  in  1^1.  Her  huiband  n-u  settled  aa  ■ 
pastor  over  n  PreabyteriBti  church  in  the  city  of  Now  York  for  a  num- 
ber of  ypnni,lnil  iBDowibe  preBmJent  ofalilcreryiuBlitutioa  inClioton, 
N.  Y.  Mrs.  Snwyer  in  a  lad;  cif  rclincd  t>et«  tiid  ciillikatol  mind, 
familiar  willt  many  oT  tlie  nwdcrn  lan^iagai,  and  Bcciuitani«d  to  write 
trnnslations  ironi  tiie  German.  She  tak«i  a  wann  inli^reel  in  the  nlii- 
cation  of  tlie  young;  and  has  published  a  number  oruserul  Utile  hookt, 
both  in  proeE  and  verEe.  fbr  children,  ller  poems  are  scstlorM  tliltxi^  ^ 
vnrioiu  nugazioea ;  the  tbllowing  art!  among  her  beat. 


RoBGP  in  atnngo  beauty,  *ho  comes  hack  1 
A  shadowY  vision  from  the  xpirit-land  ; 


Are  th«  nnutter'd  yearnings  which  are  nurst 
Here,  by  the  resilera  spirit,  anaweT'd  there? 

Hnth  heaven  a  fountain  for  the  quenchless  thirst 
Which  through  eanh's  weary  pilgrimage  we  bear? 

Thy  quest  was  beauty  —  such  as  we  behold 
Not  while  Time's  fetters  clog  the  spirit's  wing: 

A  pure  ethereal — thou  didat  spurn  the  mould 
Of  earth,  and  closer  to  the  heaveuly  cling. 

la  the  pale  clouds  which  wander  through  the  shy — 
In  the  bright  stars  that  'mid  their  orbits  bum, 

And  light  the  spirit  through  the  uptum'd  eye  — 
Beauty  thou  saw'at  few  others  can  discern. 

The  first  frail  flowers — sweet  nurslings  of  the  spring— 
The  drooping  snow-drop  and  the  violet  fair, 

To  thy  young  heart  a  sudden  thrUl  could  bring, 
A  gushing  joy,  too  npiurous  to  bear. 

Tet  did  thy  spirit,  like  a  feiter'd  doTe, 

Its  bright  ideal  struggle  still  to  gain; 
Till  the  fond  searcher,  on  the  brow  of  Love, 

Found  it  at  length,  and  broke  its  weary  chain- 
Now,  I  believe,  no  cloud  obscures  thy  sight  — 

No  gliding  spectre  darkly  steps  between 
The  beautiful  and  thee;  but,  robed  in  light, 

All  thy  soul  yeam'd  for  by  thine  eye  is  seen. 
Ay,  by  the  lustre  of  thy  starry  brow  — 

The  seraph-beauty  on  thy  cheek  imprest— 
The  joyous  beams  that  through  thy  soil  eyes  glow  — 

Edith !  beloved !  I  know  that  dion  art  blesL 

Spirit  celestial!  linger  round  me  still. 

With  all  the  beauty  thou  hast  sought  and  found, 
And  the  deep  urn  within  my  bosom  fill 

From  those  blight  nys  which  circle  thee  around. 
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Tliy  qiLOst  is  n)ia«!  and  ihou  my  soul  wilt  teach 
Ttiri)tii;]i  what  bleat  paths  to  seek  its  lofty  goal; 

Lcail  riic  »till  on,  and  up,  until  I  reach 
Tlic  land  where  beauty  ever  fills  the  soul! 


THE     BOT    AND    HIB     ANOKL. 


"Oh,  mother,  I've  been  with  an  angel  to-day! 
1  WBa  out,  alone,  in  the  forest  at  play, 
Closing  arter  the  butterflies,  watching  the  bees, 
And  hearing  the  woodpecker  tapping  the  trees ; 
Sci  I  played,  and  I  played,  till,  so  weary  I  grew, 
I  sat  down  to  rest  in  the  shade  of  a  yew, 
Whik  ihe  birds  sang  so  sweetly  high  up  on  its  top, 
I  held  [ny  breath,  mother,  for  fear  they  would  stop ! 
Thus  a  long  while  1  rat,  looking  up  to  the  sky, 
And  \vatrhing  the  clouds  that  went  hurrying  by, 
When  1  heard  a  Toice  calling  just  orer  my  head. 
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"  And  then  on  my  foreliead  he  tenderly  presi'd 

Such  kisses — oh,  mother,  they  thrili'd  through  my  breast, 

As  svifUy  as  lightning  leaps  down  from  on  high, 

When  the  chariot  of  God  rolls  along  the  black  iky ! 

While  his  breath,  fioaling  round  me,  was  soft  aa  the  breeze 

That  playM  in  my  tressea,  and  rustled  the  trees; 

Al  last  on  my  head  a  deep  blessing  he  pourM, 

Then  plumed  his  bright  pinions  and  upward  he  soar'd ! 

And  up,  up  he  went,  through  the  blue  sky,  ao  lar, 

He  seemed  to  float  there  like  a  glittering  star, 

Yet  still  my  eyes  follow'd  his  radiant  flight, 

Till,  lost  in  the  azure,  he  pass'd  from  my  sight! 

Then,  oh,  how  I  fear'd,  as  I  caught  the  last  gleam 

Of  his  vanishing  form,  it  was  only  a  dream ! 

When  aoh  voices  whisper'd  once  more  from  the  tree, 

'Come,  brother,  the  angels  are  wailing  fur  thee!'" 

Oh,  pale  grew  that  mother,  and  heavy  her  heart, 

For  she  knew  her  fair  boy  from  this  world  must  depart! 

That  his  bri^t  locks  must  fade  in  the  dust  of  the  tomb 

Ere  the  autumn  winds  withered  the  summer's  rich  bloom! 

Oh,  how  his  young  footsteps  she  watch'd,  day  by  day, 

As  his  delicate  form  wasted  slowly  away, 

Till  the  soft  light  of  heaven  seemed  shed  o'er  his  foce, 

And  he  crept  up  to  die  in  her  loving  embrace! 

"Oh,  clasp  me,  dear  mother,  close,  close  to  your  breast, 

On  that  gentle  pillow  again  let  me  rest '. 

Let  me  once  more  gaze  up  to  that  dear,  loving  eye, 

And  then,  oh,  methinks,  1  can  willingly  die! 

Now  kisa  me,  dear  mother!  oh,  quickly!  for  see, 

The  bright,  blessed  angels  are  waiting  for  me!" 

Ob,  wild  was  the  anguish  that  swept  through  her  breast, 
Jia  the  long,  frantic  kiss  on  his  pale  lips  she  presa'd ! 
^nd  felt  the  vain  search  of  his  sofi,  pleading  eye, 
Ju  it  strove  to  meet  her's  ere  the  lair  boy  could  die. 
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■•  I  see  you  not,  mother,  for  darkness  and  night 

Arc  hilling  your  dear  loving  face  from  my  sight — 

Bill  I  hear  your  low  sobbings — dear  motlier,  good  bye' 

The  angels  are  ready  to  bear  me  on  high! 

I  will  wait  for  you  there  —  but,  oh,  tarry  not  long. 

Lest  grief  at  your  absence  should  sadden  my  song  l" 

Up  ceased,  and  his  hands  meekly  clasp'd  on  his  breast^ 

While  hia  sweet  &ce  sank  down  on  ils  pillow  of  rest, 

Then,  closing  his  eyes,  now  all  rayless  and  dim, 

Went  up  with  the  angels  that  waited  for  him! 


LKT    OF     FIACE. 


I  Oh,  come,  let  us  go  to  the  Valley  of  Peace ! 

I  There  earth's  weary  cares  lo  perplex  us  shall  cease ; 

Wii  will  Blray  through  its  solemn  and  far-spreading  shailc 
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h  pcMBted  not  to  that  heavenly  goal, 
1  the  son  of  elemity  beams  on  the  soul '. 
rho,  hnid  the  sorrows  and  changes  of  time, 
beani'd  of  that  holy,  that  happier  clime, 
ewn'd  for  the  hour  of  (he  spirit's  release  — 
pillow  of  rest  in  the  Valley  of  Peace ! 

mne,  thoa  pole  mourner,  whose  sorrowing  gaze 
I  fixM  on  the  shadows  of  long  vanisii'd  days, 
■d  is  thy  tale  of  bereavement  and  woe, 
hy  B[nrit  is  weary  of  life's  garish  show! 

here  —  I  will  show  thee  a  haven  of  rest, 
e  sorrow  no  longer  invades  the  culm  breast — 
e  the  spirit  Uirows  off  its  dull  mantle  of  care, 
Jie  robe  is  ne'er  folded  o'er  secret  despair  f 
he  dwelling  is  lonely,  and  silent,  and  cold, 
Jie  soul  may  shrink  back  as  its  portals  unfolil; 

bright  star  has  dawn'd  through  the  shades  of  the  easl, 
will  light  up  with  beauty  the  Valley  of  Peace ! 

frail  child  of  error!   come  hither  and 'ray, 
he  world  yet  a  charm  that  can  lure  thee  to  stay  P 
.ot  in  thine  aspect  are  anguish  and  woe, 
jeep  shame  has  written  ita  name  on  thy  brow! 
outcast!   too  long  hasl  thou  wander'd  forlorn, 
path  where  thy  feet  are  all  goied  with  the  thom  — 
e  thy  breast  by  the  fang  of  the  serpent  is  slung, 
(corn  on  thy  head  by  a  cold  world  is  flung ! 

here,  and  find  rest  from  thy  guilt  and  ihy  tears, 
I  sleep  sweet  ae  that  of  thine  innocent  years! 
ill  spread  thee  a  couch  where  ihy  wnes  shall  all  cease, 
ome  and  lie  down  in  the  Valley  of  Peace ! 

pave!  ah,  the  grave!  'tis  a  mighty  strong-hold, 
ireak,  the  oppress'd,  all  are  safe  in  its  fold! 

penury's  toil- was  ted  children  may  come, 
he  helpless,  the  houseless,  at  last  find  a  home! 


JSO  OATIIKIIIHe    H.     E8LINC. 

Wliat  myriads  nanuniber't]  have  boiu;1ii  ita  repose, 
Suite  ihe  da/  when  the  iun  on  creation  Sta  tobo: 
And  Ihcrc,  liil  Mrih's  latest,  drratl  moruin|  shall  bt«sk, 
Shall  lis  witln  pmnraiinn*  their  last  dwelling  in«krl 
liul  beyond  is  a  world  —  how  rcsplinidcntly  bright! 
And  all  ihai  have  lived  shall  be  bnthed  in  its  light ! 
We  shall  rise  — we  shall  soar  where  enrth's  aurrowa  sh 

Though  our  mortal  rlay  reals  in  the  Valley  of  Pitice! 


CATHERINE  H.  ESLING. 

Thtk  iBity,  best  known  as  Miss  Catherine  H,  Waterman,  hu  long  been 
an  ablu  contribular  to  the  periodical  literature  (if  the  country,  tlimi^h 
she  hi>H  nevtr  imblisheil  any  booka.    Hor  poems  ore  BmootJily  and  gmar- 
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Come  home, 
Come  to  the  hearts  that  love  thee,  to  the  eyes 

Thai  beam  in  brighmeas  but  to  gladden  thine, 
Come  where  fond  thoughts  like  holiest  incense  rise, 
Where  cherish'd  memory  rears  her  altar's  shrine ; 
Brother,  come  home. 

Come  home. 
Come  (o  the  hearth-etone  of  thy  earlier  days, 

Come  to  the  ark,  like  the  o'er-wearied  dove, 
Come  with  the  sunlight  of  thy  heart's  warm  lay*, 
Come  to  the  fire-eide  circle  of  thy  love; 
Brother,  come  home. 

Come  home, 
It  is  not  home  without  thee;  the  lone  seat 

Is  still  unclaim'd  where  thou  were  wont  to  be. 
In  every  echo  of  reluming  feel, 

In  vain  we  list  for  what  should  herald  thee ; 
Brotlter,  come  home. 

Come  home, 
We've  nursed  for  thee  the  sunny  buda  of  spring, 
Watch'd  every  germ  the  full-blown  flowers  rear, 
Seen  o'er  their  bloom  the  chilly  winter  bring 
Ita  icy  garlands,  and  thou  art  not  here; 
Brother,  come  home. 

Come  home, 
Would  I  could  send  my  spirit  o'er  the  deep. 

Would  I  could  wing  it  like  a  bird  to  thee— 
To  commune  with  thy  thoughts,  to  fill  thy  sleep 
With  these  unwearying  words  of  melody ; 
Brother,  come  home. 


CATHEB I 


s   a.   esLine. 


How  shall  I  tvoo  the«,  lell  me  how  ? 

With  looks  and  words  of  gladness ; 
Then  gaze  not  on  my  p«lc,  pule  brow, 

Nor  note  my  lones  of  jadncss. 

How  shall  I  woo  thee  ?  with  n  smile 
That  gpeaka  the  bosom  clear; 

Look  not  upon  diIdc  eyes  the  while, 
Nor  mark  the  Btarling  l«ar. 

How  shall  1  woo  thee  f   wilh  ihe  bright 

And  blessed  words  of  jny  ? 
Drive  from  my  hcaft  ita  lon^,  long  night, 

Its  early  lifr's  alloy. 

How  shall  I  woo  thee,  t«ll  me  how  f 
Will  sorrow  moke  ihee  mine  ? 

Can  the  astl  heart  I  bring  lliee  now 
Find  fitvonr  at  thy  shrine  i 
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And  aeek  thro*  memory's  cavei  agun, 
Hope's  sweet  delusive  chimes. 

How  shall  I  woo  thee,  tell  me  how  i 

Can  sorrow  make  thee  mine? 
For  a  sad  heart  hath  come  to  boW] 

And  worship  at  thy  shrine. 

HE    WAS     OUK     father's     DAKLING. 

He  was  our  father's  darling, 

A  bright  and  happy  boy;  — 
His  life  was  like  a  suouner's  day 

Of  innocence  and  joy. 
His  voice,  like  singing  waters, 

Fell  sofdy  on  the  ear, 
So  sweet,  that  hurrying  echo 

Might  linger  long  lo  hear. 

He  was  our  mother's  cherub, 

Her  life's  uniambh'd  light, 
Her  blessed  joy  by  morning. 

Her  vision'd  hope  by  night. 
His  eyes  were  like  the  day-beams 

That  brighten  ell  below; 
His  ringlets  like  llie  gather'd  gold 

Of  sunset's  gorgeous  glow. 

He  was  our  sister's  plaything, 

A  happy  child  of  glee^ 
That  frolick'd  on  the  parlour  Soot, 

Scarce  higher  than  our  knee. 
His  joyous  bursts  of  pleasure 

Were  wild  as  mountain  wind ; 
His  laugh,  the  free  unfetteHd  laugh 

Of  childhood's  chainless  mind. 
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He  WM  our  bfoihers'  irpMore, 

Their  bosom's  only  priilr; 
A  fair  depending  bloraoni, 

By  their  protecting  side. 
A  tiling  to  wiitcli  anil  elieriah, 

Willi  rarj-ing  hopen  nnd  (tnn; 
To  make  tlic  slomlor  trembling  reed 

Their  staff  for  ruiurc  years. 

He  19  —  n  blessed  angel, 

Ilia  lioine  is  in  the  sky; 
He  shines  among  those  living  lights, 

Bcneaili  his  Maker'i  eye. 
A  freithly  gsihcr'd  lily, 

A  hull  of  early  doom, 
Halh  been  tran§planied  from  the  earth, 

To  bloom  beyond  the  lomb. 
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THK     asKKIt    BILLS    OF     MT    rATHER-LANI 

Tbk  green  hills  of  my  Father-land 

In  dreams  still  greet  my  view ; 
I  see  once  more  the  wave-girt  strand, 

The  oceannlepth  of  blue, 
The  sky,  the  glorious  sky,  outspread 

Above  their  calm  repose. 
The  river,  o'er  its  rocky  bed 

Still  singing  as  it  flows, 
The  stillness  of  the  Sabbath  hours, 

When  men  go  up  lo  pray, 
The  sunlight  resting  on  the  flower*, 
The  birds  that  sing  among  the  bowers, 

Through  all  the  summer  day. 

Lend  of  my  birth !  my  early  love ! 

Once  more  thine  airs  I  breathe! 
I  see  tliy  proud  hills  tower  above, 

The  green  vales  ?leep  beneath, 
Thy  groves,  thy  rocks,  thy  murmuring  rills. 

All  rise  before  mine  eyes, 
The  dawn  of  morning  on  thy  hills. 

The  gorgeous  sunset  skies ; 
Thy  forests,  from  whose  deep  recess 

A  thousand  streams  have  birth,^ 
Gladdening  the  lonely  wilderness, 
And  filling  the  green  eilentness 

With  melody  and  mirth. 

I  wonder  if  my  home  would  seem 

Aa  lovely  as  of  yore ! 
I  wonder  if  the  mountain  stream 

Goes  singing  by  the  door, 
And  if  the  flowers  still  bloom  as  fair, 
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Anil  if  the  wooclbinra  climb, 
As  when  1  i»t^cl  to  Iniiti  them  lliere, 

In  the  dear  uhlen  time! 
I  wonder  if  ihe  btnls  mill  niug 

Upon  the  garden  tree, 
As  sweetly  as  in  that  sweel  spring 
Whose  golden  memorJeR  gently  bring 

So  many  dn»ms  to  me! 

I  know  ihai  there  halh  been  n  change, 

A  I'lmiige  oVr  liall  and  henrth, 
Faces  and  footatepB  new  nnd  strange, 

Abtiut  my  place  nf  birlh ! 
Tlie  heavens  obuve  are  still  u  bright 

As  iu  iha  days  gone  by ; 
But  vanish'd  is  ihe  beucou-lighl 

That  cheerM  my  morning  sky ! 
And  hill,  and  ^-nlc,  and  wooded  glen, 

And  rock,  nnd  murmiiring  simm, 
Thai  wore  such  glorious  beftuty  then, 
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THE     SLBBFER. 


Sbk  sleepeth;  and  the  summer  breezea*  sighing, 
Shedding  the  green  leaves  on  ihe  fountain's  breaat, 

And  the  low  murmur  of  the  stream  replying 
Unto  their  melody,  hreak  not  her  rest 

She  aleepeth,  while  the  evening  dews  are  railing 
In  glittering  showers  upon  her  lowly  bed ; 

And  the  lone  night-bird,  to  his  fellow  calling, 
Sweet  echo  wakes — but  wakens  not  the  dead. 

She  sleepeth ;  and  the  moonlight  too  is  sleeping 
In  calm,  clear  radiance  on  that  hallow'd  spot; 

As  if  that  turf  ne'er  boTe  the  train  of  weeping, 
A«  if  the  dead  were  evermore  forgoL 

She  sleepeth ;  deep  and  dreandess  in  her  slumber, 
She  will  not  waken  when  the  morning  breaks; 

No — time  a  weaiy  catalogue  shall  number 
Of  vaniflh'd  years,  ere  she  again  awakes. 

I  know  thy  home  is  lonely  —  that  thy  dwelling 
No  more  shall  echo  to  that  loved  one's  tread; 

I  know  too  well  thy  widow'd  heart  is  swelling 
With  secret  grief;  yel  weep  not  for  the  dead. 

She  yet  shall  waken  on  that  morning  glorious, 
When  day  shall  evermore  displace  the  night, 

O'er  time  and  change,  and  pain  and  death  victorious, 
A  holy  seraph  in  the  land  of  light. 

Tes,  she  shall  waken;  not  to  gloom  and  sorrow, 
Not  to  the  blight  of  care,  (he  thrill  of  pain, 

Wake  to  the  day  that  ne'er  shall  know  a  morrow, 
To  life  that  shall  not  yield  to  death  again. 
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rests  in  peace;  for  her  forbear  thy  wwpJng; 
'liuu  soon  Bliull  niiiit  hrr  iti  ilie  wocld  on  high! 
■  care-wom  fonn  iii  yonder  gtaro  is  alrrjiing, 
lut  the  freed  spirit  lives  be^rood  the  aky. 


MAUTIIA  DAY. 

Thw  swept  nod  gifted  girl  wm  bom  in  New  lUveti.  on  ihe  ISth  w 
Febrimry,  1S13.  Hef  father,  Jorcmi»Ji  D«y,  D.  D.,  UL.  D.,  Pre*iid<>»  "*. 
of  Vale  College,  who  eorly  saw  in  her  the  evidtrncea  of  very  eaporic'^^' 
talent,  spared  no  palna  in  giving  Iter  an  excellent  sducation.  If-'^ 
placed  her  first  under  the  lyire  of  liie  Re».  ClaudiDs  IlRrtick,  wlio  kep^^ 
a  Fchool  fur  young:  Udies  in  New  listen ;  thvn  at  ■  boardang-ceheot  iiC^ 
Greenfield,  Ma«ichuiwttti,  us  an  aagistniit-tiMchor  as  well  kk  pufHl,  -^ 
iinilorlhp  fhnriro  nfthf  lipv.  Ile.nr*  JnoM-  ntul  .flui-u^aM.  Cir  «n»  «... 
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FiTHKR  Almighty! 
From  thy  high  eesi  thou  watchest  and  controllest 

The  insects  that  upon  thy  foolstool  creep, 
While,  with  a  neYei^wearied  hand,  thou  roUest 
Milliotu  of  worlds  along  the  bouRilless  deep. 
Oh,  Father!  now  the  clouds  hang  blackening  o'er  na, 

And  the  dark  bailing  deeps  beneath  us  yawn ; 
Scatter  the  tempests,  quell  the  waves  before  us, 

To  the  wild  fearful  night  send  thou  a  blessed  dawn. 


Father  All  Holy! 
AThen  thou  shall  sit  npon  thy  throne  of  glory, 
The  steadfast  earth,  the  strong  untiring  sea, 
rrheir  verdant  isles,  their  mountains  high  and  hoary, 

With  awe  and  fear,  shall  from  thy  presence  flee. 
Then  shalt  thou  sit  a  Jiida^,  the  guihy  dooming 

To  adamantine  chains  and  endless  fire; 
Oh  Father!  how  may  we  abide  thy  coming. 

Where  find  a  shelter  from  the  pure  Jehovah's  ire  ? 

Father  All  Merciful ! 
Still  may  the  guihy  come  in  peace  before  thee, 

Bathing  thy  feet  with  tears  of  love  and  woe ; 
And  while  for  pardon  only  we  implore  thee, 

Blessings  divine,  unnumber'd,  o'er  us  flow. 
Father,  her  heart  from  all  her  idols  tearing. 

Thine  erring  child  again  would  turn  to  thee; 
To  thee  she  bends,  trembling,  yet  not  despairing,— 

From  fear,  remorse,  and  sin,  oh,  Father!  set  her  free! 


lARY  ANN  H.  DOUD 


Whs  born  at  Harltbrd,  in  March,  1913,  and  educated  alternately  al 
Well  >e  Dili  eld,  and  in  her  native  town.  Her  productions  first  appmt^ 
in  I'm.  ill  the  Hrrmrlkcnean,  a  niagaiine  conclucteii  by  the  studeiiL- 
□f  Washington  College,  linrtlbrd.  Since  that  time  siie  has  Ikcii  a 
frequent  contnbntor  to  the  LaJiet'  Repofitory,  ■  Boston  periodical,  and 
to  the  Rose  of  Sharon,  an  annual  edited  by  the  late  Mre.  Mayo,  whine 
poems  are  quoted  in  another  part  of  this  volume.  She  possesips  a 
poetical  sensibility,  and  Ihe  power  of  deducing  tnoral  Ic^Huns  from  the 
chnni;Oii  of  life. 


Or  by  ■timiiilel  soflly  flowing 
Through  the  vale  I  wander  now; 

And  the  balmy  brealh  of  Summer 
Fuu  my  cheek  and  coola  my  brow. 

But  aa  well,  to  me,  might  darken 
Over  all  the  gloom  of  night ; 

For  no  quick  and  sweet  aeDRations 
Fill  my  Boul  with  new  delight. 

In  the  grasB-grown  silent  church-yard, 
With  a  listless  step,  J  rove; 

And  I  shed  no  tear  of  Borrow 
By  the  graves  of  those  1  love. 

Could  1  weep  the  spell  mirht  vanish, 
Tears  would  bring  my  heart  relief; 

Heart  so  sealed  to  all  emotion, 
Dead  alike  to  joy  and  grief. 

When  the  slorm  that  shook  my  spirit 
L(>l\  iis  mission  finish'd  there. 

Then  a  calm  more  fearful  fotlow'd 
Than  the  wildnesa  of  despair. 

Whence  the  spell  that  chills  my  being, 
Bidding  every  passion  cease ; 

Closing  every  fount  of  feeling  ? 
Say,  my  spirit,  is  it  peace  ? 

Wake,  oh  spell-bound  soul,  awaken. 

Bid  this  sad  delusion  flee. 
Such  a  lengthen'd  dream  is  fearful ; 

Such  a  peace  is  not  for  ihee. 

Life  ja  thine,  and  "life  is  earnest," 
Toil  and  grief  thou  canst  not  shun, 

Bui  be  hopeful  and  believing, 
Till  the  prize  of  faiili  is  won. 
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Tlieit   the  peace  ihnii   shaU  inherit 
By  ilie  Saviour  prnniispi!  free; 

Peace  the  worlil  (iMtntyrtti  never,— 
Futiier,  give  thnl  pence  to  me ! 


Il*>*«|grc  llipyihal  mautn,  Tof  thry  ihatl  l>u  comliirleJ." — Ma 

Tiioi;  weepesl  for  n  siiilcr!     In  the  hlooni 

And  spring-lime  of  lier  ymra  lo  Jlniilh  o  pTcy, 
Shrouded  from  love  by  ihe  re^morst'li'ss  lomh, 

Taken  from  all  life's  Jays  and  griefs  away. 
Tis  hard  lo  pari  wiih  onu  so  «ud(lcn  callM, 

So  young,  »a  linppy,  anil  so  deorly  loved  i 
To  see  ihe  arrow  nt  our  idol  liurlM, 

And  vainly  pray  lh«  Hliaft  may  be  removed. 


ving,  and  bt-lui 


oh  cruel  Dcalli ! 
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1  too,  hRve  been  a  mourner.     Sorrow  deep 

lis  lava-title  aronnil  my  pathway  rull'd ; 
And  Gjkhlc  weeils  a  hue  could  never  keep, 

Sad  as  the  heart  they  hid  beneath  iheir  Told. 
All  joy  grew  dim  before  my  learTul  eye, 

Which  but  the  shadow  of  the  grave  couliJ  aee; 
There  waa  no  brightness  in  the  earth  or  sky, 

There  was  no  sunshine  in  the  world  for  me. 

Oh !  bitter  was  the  draught  from  aorrow's  cup, 

And  stern  the  anguish  «hich  my  spirit  wrung. 
When  I  was  call'tl  to  give  my  idol  up. 

And  bend  a  mourner  o'er  the  loved  and  young. 
And  for  the  lost  lo  weep  is  still  my  choice; 

I  ask  for  one  whose  pilgrimage  is  o'er, 
And  vainly  listen  for  a  vanish'd  voice. 

Whose  pleasant  tones  shall  greet  my  ear  no  more 

There  is  a  spell  around  my  spirit  cast, 

A  shadow  where  the  sunbeam  smiled  before; 
Tis  grief,  but  all  its  bitterness  is  past; 

Tis  sorrow,  but  its  murmurings  are  o'er. 
Within  my  soul,  which  to  the  storm  was  bow'd, 

Now  the  while  wing  of  Peace  is  folded  deep; 
And  I  have  found,  I  trust,  liehind  the  cloud, 

The  blessing  promised  to  the  eyes  that  weep. 

So  ihou  will  find  relief.     For  deepest  woe 

A  fount  of  healing  in  our  pathway  springs; 
Like  Lethe's  eiream,  that  silver  fountain's  flow 

A  soothing  draught  unto  the  sufitrer  brings. 
A  Father  chastened  thee !  oh,  look  lo  Him, 

And  his  dear  love  in  all  thy  trials  see; 
Look  with  the  eye  of  faith  through  shadows  dim, 

And  he  will  send  "the  Comforter"  to  thee. 
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MARY  E.  HEWITT. 

Makv  Elizabeth  Moobb  visa  bom  in  Maiden,  Massachusetts,  a 
rural  villafje  ]iot  far  from  Boston.  Her  father  was  a  farmer,  a  man  of 
cultivation  and  retiDement.  Her  motlier  (a  descendant  of  an  old 
and  lionoiirable  family  in  Kent,  England,)  was  lefl  a.  widow  at  an 
unrly  og? ;  and,  t)ia.t  she  might  have  better  adrantagea  for  the  education 
uf  her  children,  immedialcly  removtsl  to  Button.  In  this  city  Misa 
iluorc  resided  until  her  marriag-e  with  Afr.  James  L.  Hewitt  of  New 
York,  [well-known  aa  an  extennive  publisher  of  music,)  which  has  been 
her  home  eversiace.  In  1846,  a  selection  of  her  poems  was  published, 
under  the  title  tj{  Songi  of  our  Land,  an  elegant  little  booli  coataining 
many  choice  strains  of  genuine  poetry.  For  several  year?  Mrs.  Hewitt 
haa  conlribuli-d  to  the  periodical  lileralure  of  the  day.  Het  thoughts 
arc!  lol\y  and  majestic  i   her  taste  correct  and  das 

and  strong,  vet  delicately  sweet.     The  following 
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Tis  mockery!  — thought  »  with  the  days  ere  thou, 
Seeking  the  world's  love,  unto  miae  grew  cold  — 

Ere  yet  the  diadem  entwined  my  brow. 

Tightening  around  my  brain  its  serpent  fold  — 

When  each  quick  life-pulfte  throbbed,  unechooPd  of  art, 

When  my  wide  empire  was  Napoleon'a  heart! 

My  spirit  quails  before  this  loneliness  — 

Why  did  do  warning  thought  within  me  rise, 

TeUing  thy  hand  would  stay  its  fond  caress 
To  wre«the  the  victim  for  the  sacrifice! 

That  joy,  the  dore  so  to  my  bosom  ptest. 

Would  change  to  this  keen  vulture  at  my  breast! 

Parted  forever! — who  hath  dared  make  twain 

Those  He  hath  joined? — the  nation's  mighty  voice! 

And  thou  hast  bounded  forward  from  thy  chain, 
Like  the  freed  captive, — therefore,  heart!  rejoice 

Above  the  ashes  of  tliy  hopes,  that  he 

Hath  o'er  their  ruin  leapt  to  liberty! 


"  S«ul,  cherchBTil  dsni  l>ip*ce  un  point  qui  me  reponde." 

There  lies  a  deep  and  sealed  well 

Within  yon  leafy  forest  hid ; 
Whose  pent  and  lonely  waters  swell, 

Its  confines  chill  and  drear  amid. 


It  hears  the  birds  on  everj-  spray 
Thrill  forth  melodious  notes  of  love; 

It  feels  the  warm  sun's  seldom  ray 
Glance  on  the  stone  its  wave  above. 
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And  quick  the  gloddoQ'J  watem  nmh 
Tumultuous  upward  to  tho  briuk; 

A  seal  is  on  their  joyous  gush, 

And  bacit,  reproa'd,  thoy  coldly  slirink. 

Tims  in  their  cavcni'd  space,  apart, 

Clused  Trom  llio  eye  of  day,  they  dwell  - 

So,  prison'd  deep  within  my  lieari, 
Tlic  tides  of  quick  sJfection  swell. 

Earh  kiJidly  glsnce  —  each  kindly  tonOi 
T')  joy  ita  swift  puluiions  ewty; 

Bui  none  may  lift  the  veiling  slona, 
And  give  the  franchised  current  way. 


Smite  Titou  the  rock,  whoso  8)'e  alont 
Tlie  hidden  spring  within  may  aoei 

And  bid  the  Houd,  retuslleaa  One! 

Flow  Forth,  rejoicing,  unto  thee.  ] 
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And  though  the  erer-goaditig  thought 
To  madness  thus  oppress  me, 

I  ms^  not  curse — 1  cnnnol  hale — 
My  heart  still  whispers,  "  Bless  ihee !" 


THE  LAST  CHANT  OF     CORINHE. 

Br  that  mysterious  sympathy  which  chainelh 

For  evermore  my  spirit  unio  thine; 
Atui  by  the  memory',  that  alone  remalneth, 

or  that  sweet  hope  ihat  now  no  more  is  mine ; 
And  by  the  love  my  trembling  heart  betrayeth, 

That,  horn  or  thy  so^  gaze,  within  me  lies ; 
As  the  lone  desert  bird,  the  Arab  eayelh, 

Wanns  her  young  brood  to  life  wiih  her  fond  eyes. 

Hear  me,  adored  one !  though  the  world  divide  ua, 

Though  never  more  my  hand  in  thine  be  prest, 
Though  to  commingle  thought  be  here  denied  ua. 

Till  our  high  hearts  shall  heat  themselves  to  rest; 
Forget  me  not!  forget  me  not!  oh!  ever 

This  one,  one  prayer,  my  spirit  pours  to  thee; 
Till  every  memory  from  earth  shall  sever. 

Remember,  oh,  beloved !  remember  me  ! 

And  when  the  light  within  my  eye  is  shaded. 

When  I,  o'ct^wearied,  sleep  the  sleep  profound, 
And,  like  that  nymph  of  yore,  who  droop'd  and  faded. 

And  pined  for  love,  till  she  became  a  sound; 
Hy  song,  percliance,  awhile  to  earth  remaining. 

Shall  come  in  murmur'd  melody  to  thee; 
Then  let  my  lyre's  deep,  passionate  complaining. 

Cry  to  thy  heart,  beloved!  remember  me! 
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Tb  fill  my  heart  with  gladnem),  vprdmii  places, 

That  'mill  the  City  greet  me,  where  I  pass; 
Methiiiks  I  see  of  nngel-Mteps  iJie  iraces, 

Where'er  upon  my  pathway  springB  the  gnsn. 
1  [wuse  before  your  gates  at  early  morning, 

^Vjjpii  jipa  the  swnrd  with  glitteriug  sheen  o'erspraad; 
And  think  the  d*w-i!ropa  iliere  each  blade  atloniing, 

Are  angel's  tears  for  mortal  frailty  shed. 

Anil  ye — earth^s  firstlings  —  here  in  beauty  s]iriiiging, 

Erst  in  your  cells  by  careful  winter  nursed  — 
And  lo  the  marning  heaven  your  incense  flinging, 

As  at  Ilia  smile  ye  forth  iii  ^ladneot  burst  — 
How  do  yc  cheer  with  hope  my  lonely  hour, 

When  on  niy  way  I  ireail  dcNpotiOingly ; 
With  th<)iiu;ht  thai  lis  who  careth  Tor  the  flower,  i 

Will,  in  His  mercy,  *lill  itunember  nie.  ■ 
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Nighl  —  and  abroad  there  movea  no  living  thing! 
Sunk  on  her  nest  the  sea-gull  Tolds  her  wing, 

The  bearded  goat  hath  left  the  clifT  on  high, — 
Of  thy  fair  feel  the  parch'd  sand  bears  no  trace  — 
Beloved  !  I  wait  thee  at  our  meeting  place, 

I  call,  but  echo  gives  alone  reply. 

To  what  far  thicket  have  thy  light  steps  won  1 
Shunning  the  rude  gaze  of  the  amorous  sun. 

In  what  ilark  fountain  doth  thy  sweetness  hide? 
Ho  Biar  shines  through  the  rift  in  yonder  sky  — 
None  may  behold  thee  where  thou  wanderest  by  — 

Bound  from  thy  lurking  forth  my  woodland  bride! 

Sadly  the  flowers  their  tided  petals  close. 
Where  on  thy  banks  they  languidly  repose. 

Wailing  in  vain  to  hear  thee  onward  press; 
And  pale  Narcissus  by  thy  margin  side 
Haih  lingered  for  thy  coming,  droop'd,  and  died, 

Pining  for  thee,  amid  the  loneliness. 

Hasten,  beloved !  here,  'neath    the   o'erhanging  rock,- 
Hark!  from  the  deep  my  anxious  hope  to  mock. 

They  call  me  backward  to  my  parent  main, — 
Brighter  than  Thetis  thou!  and  how  more  fleet  — 
I  hear  the  niahing  of  thy  fair,  white  feet, 

Joy! — joj!  —  my  breast  receives  its  own  again! 


TIKG    HEART. 

"GiTe  me  ■  LlF»ing.     Thou  hail  given 

me  a  south  land  ;  give  me 

■iBO  »pri.iB«  of  wMtt."—Judga.  i.  15. 

Thou  unto  whom  my  cry  ascends 

n  anguish, 

Where  coucliM  among  the  flower 

s  1  pining  lie; 

BehoUl,  how  'niiil  iheir  odorous  s« 

nlB   1  languish — 

Hear  my  prayer!     Hear!  and  ans 

wer,or  1  die! 

ft^^^^^H 
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Within  liie  lanil  ihou  giv'Ht  me  lu  iiiherit, 

Where  evennuiv  the  frtigrant  South  wind  blows, 

I  dwell  willi  heart  of  flame  &iid  thiraiiiig  spirit — 
For  here  no  well  v(  cooling  water  flows. 

Where  the  sweet  rills  through  eitrthV  deep  veins  arp  flowing^ 
The  lily  bi  some  hidden  spring  is  nursed; 

On  its  Tmil  stem  the  afiphoilel  is  blowing. 
While  1,  ihy  child,  1  prnsh  here  of  ihJrsl! 

Thou  who,  when  pale  afflirlion's  sons  and  dntighiets 
Came  to  Bethesda''8  healing  font  lo  luve, 

Saw  where  ihey  walcli'd  beside  tlie  silent  waters, 
AnJ  sent  an  angel  down  lo  touch  tho  wove  — 

Thou  who,  when  wandering  Israel,  parched  and  dying, 

Unto  the  prophet  cried  in  nore  distress. 
Heard,  and  in  mercy  to  their  plaint  replying, 

Hear  me!     To  Thee  my  soul  in  suppliamw  luruclh. 
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Again  ihe  air-rorged  Talchion  cleaves 

The  turban  of  ihe  Mede, 
And  sinks  beneath  ilie  shaOowy  spear 

The  Persian  and  his  steed. 

Amid  the  pale,  contending  hosts 

The  watcher  may  behold 
The  shade  ot  Theseits  lead  the  fight, 

As  on  thai  day  of  old.* 

The  rush  of  spectral  war  is  heard, 

And  clearly  on  the  breeze 
Comes  from  the  fiercely-charging  band 

The  cry,  "Miltudes!" 

Where'er  that  glorious  shape  appears, 

tyiierever  sounds  that  cry, 
Again  the  phanlom  cohorts  reel, 

Again  ihey  turn  and  fly. 

They  fly,  as  from  that  field  of  gore 

The  snitlen  Asian  fled; 
And  Marathon  lies  calm  once  more, 

Above  her  silent  dead. 

And  thou,  when  darkness  o'er  thee  lies, 

And  feara  to  being  start; 
And  strong  conflicting  memories  rise 

From  that  deep  grave,  the  heart — 

Oh  Soul!  appall'd  with  donbt  and  dread, 

How  would  all  terrors  lly, 
Were  Faith  thy  leader  in  the  fight. 

And  "  Christ  "  thy  battle-cry  ? 


tiie  peopis,  thm  many  of  ilipm  (ni  ilie  h 
beheld  llio  gUnriic  Bliade  of  ibeir  irntps 
and  brarinB  down  Uerore  Ihem  upon  ilie  I 
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,nVwi.,,oo.npleielyHrmr-l, 
■r—Jlhrnt:  lt$  Ritt  and  Fall. 
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la  a.  native  of  Georgetown,  Suulb  CHrolini.  Ilor  ftthor,  iuJp 
Shacklerord,  removed  to  Cliarleston  when  she  was  very  yating,  ami 
there  «lie  wut  educated  at  in  excellent  Hmiiury  kept  by  the 
daugblern  of  Dr.  David  Rainsay.  In  May,  IHW.  »h«  wkh  «>»r- 
ried  to  Mr.  John  C.  Dinaie»,  awl  went  to  8l  Luuia,  Miaswri,  whcro 
the  resided  until  aliout  two  ycnn  ago,  when  her  liuslMlid  removed  lo 
Now  Orleaii.d,  Fuw,  if  any,  of  her  pwuja  wefo  putilish»d  bcfiin-  iiw 
mam«gpi  bul  since  Uial  event,  nhe  bu  writuin  inudi  Tor  vnrinua 
annuals  and  magaxlncs,  luider  llio  name  of  Maiita.  tiaatv  of  her  hnst 
atoriea  linve  affetired  in  the  Lady'ii  Book,  (nlitL-d  by  Mrs.  Hale.)  and 
in  the  Southern  Ijterary  MeHsengw.  lu  1645,  Mrs.  Dinnics  [wbliHtied 
a  handsome  vulunie  of  poetry,  called  Thr  Floral  Year,  which  t«  beau- 
tifully illustrated,  and  conlaina  many  bright  blooonis  of  fancy,  and  many 
everlasting  llowors  of  jiure  and  eaniebt  feelxcig.  It  i*  from  the  litsrt 
she  g'ains  her  etronKcst  inspiration ;  and  when  the  luily  aflbction  living; 
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And  tliere  is  music  on  each  breeze 
That  sports  alon^  ihe  glade; 

The  cryalal  ilevr-drops  on  ihe  trees 
Are  gems,  by  Fancy  made. 

There 's  gladness  too  in  every  thing, 

And  beauty  over  all, 
For  everywhere  comes  on,  with  Spring, 

A  charm  which  cannot  pall! 

And  I!  —  my  heart  is  full  of  joy, 

And  gratitude  is  there. 
Thai  He,  who  might  my  life  destroy, 

Has  yet  vouchsafed  to  spare. 

The  friends  I  once  condemn'd,  are  now 

Aflfectionate  and  true; 
I  wept  a  pledged  one's  broken  vow  — 

But  he  proves  faithful  too. 

And  now  there  is  a  happiness 

in  every  thing  I  see. 
Which  bids  my  soul  rise  up  and  bless 

The  God  who  blesses  me. 


Fair  gin  of  friendship,  and  her  ever  bright 
And  faultless  image!     Welcome  now  thou  art 

In  thy  pure  loveliness,  thy  robes  of  white 
Speaking  a  moml  lo  the  feeling  heart; 

Unscathed  by  heat,  by  wintry  blasts  unmoved, 

Thy  strength  thus  tested,  and  thy  cliarms  improved. 


Emliliiu  of  innofCJiRe,  wiiich  foarlpss  braves 
Life's  ilrearirat  fUTonos,  iih  nidesi  sinrni  deridn. 

Ami  lloau  as  calmly  on  o'er  iroiiblcd  wavas 

As  wlierr  ihc  prncpfiil  slnaimlec  xmooihly  glides; 

TliouVi  blooming  now  a*  bcnmifiil  and  clear 

As  otber  lilosaomi  il(i,  wlicii  spring  is  hrrf. 

Symbnt  or  hope,  stilt  banishing  ibp  gloom 

Hung  o'er  ihi"  mind  by  mum  Drcemhor'n  reign.' 

Thou  diper'st  ihc  fiincy  hv  thy  sicwly  bloom 
Wiih  ihutigbu  of  atinimiT  unci  the  rDrtilu  plain, 

Calling  s  ihoiiBnnil  visioiia  into  piny. 

or  beamy  redolent  and  bright  as  Mny. 

Type  of  &  true  ami  holy  love;   ihn  wme 

Through  every  scrac  that  rrcmds  lir<.*''s  varied  page^ 

*MicI  grief,  'mid  gladnt»M,  iprll  of  every  dream, 
Tender  in  yonth,  and  strung  in  feeble  age! 

The  peerless  picture  (»f  n  modtat  wife, 

Thon   bloom'sl  the  fniresl  'mid  the  frosts  of  life. 


H 
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Upon  my  fading  face  haclst  lookM 

With  less  of  love  ihan  now ; 
For  then  1  should  at  least  have  felt 

The  sweet  hope  itill  my  own, 
To  win  thee  bock,  and,  whiUt  I  dwelt 

On  earth,  not  been  "alone." 

But  thus  to  see,  from  day  to  day, 

Thy  brightening  eye  and  cheek, 
And  watch  thy  life-Mnds  waste  away 

Unnumber'd,  slowly,  meek; 
To  meet  thy  smiles  of  tenderaeis. 

And  catch  the  feeble  tone 
Of  kindness,  ever  breathed  to  bless. 

And  feel,  I'll  be  " alone ;" 

To  mark  thy  strength  each  hour  decay. 

And  yet  tliy  hopes  grow  stronger. 
As,  fill'd  with  heavenward  trust,  they  say, 

"Earth  may  not  claim  thee  longer;" 
Nay,  dearest,  'tis  too  much  —  this  heart 

Must  break  when  thou  art  gone : 
It  must  not  be;  we  may  not  part; 

I  could  not  live  "alone!" 


Come,  rouse  thee,  dearest!  —  'tis  not  well 

To  let  the  spirit  brood 
Thtu  darkly  o'er  the  cares  that  swell 

Life's  current  to  a  flood. 
As  brooks,  and  torrents,  rivers,  all. 
Increase  the  gulf  in  which  they  fall, 
Such  thoughts,  by  gathering  up  the  rills 
Of  lesser  griefs,  spread  real  ills. 
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And  with  their  gloomy  shades  conceal 
Tlic  landmarks  Hope  would  else  rereaL 

Come,  rouse  thee,  now  —  I  know  thy  mind, 
And  would  its  strength  awaken ; 

Proud,  gified,  Doble,  ardent,  kind  — 

Strange  thou  ehouldst  be  thus  shaken '. 

liiit  rouse  afresh  each  eneigy, 

And  be  what  Heaven  intended  thee; 

Tlirow  from  thy  thoughts  this  wearying  weight, 

And  prove  thy  spirit  firmly  great: 

I  would  not  see  lhe«  bei\d  below 

The  angry  siorms  of  earthly  woe. 


Full  well  I  km 


>ul 


f  the  generous 
Which  uarma  ihee  into  life, 

Each  spring  which  can  iu)  powers  control, 
Fsrailiar  lo  thy  Wife  — 

For  (leem'st  thou  she  had  gtoop'd  to  bind 
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TO    HT    BnsBAND'a     FIRST    GRAT    Hint. 

"I  know  Ibea  not  —  I  loatha  lh]r  nee  ; 
Bui  in  tbf  linFsmenti  I  liaea 
What  dme  •hall  ■trenglben — not  efikce." 

Thou  slrange,  unbidden  ^est!  from  whence 

ThuB  early  hast  ihon  come? 
And  wherefore  ?     Rude  intruder,  hence  '. 

And  seek  some  filter  home! 
These  rich  young  locks  are  all  too  dear — 
Indeed  thou  must  not  linger  here! 

Go !  lake  thy  sober  aspect  where 

The  youthful  cheek  ia  fading, 
Or  find  some  furrowM  brow,  which  Care 

And  Passion  have  been  shading; 
And  add  thy  sad  malignant  trace. 
To  mar  the  aged  or  anguish'd  &ce ! 

Thou  wilt  not  go  ?     Then  answer  me, 
And  tell  what  brought  thee  here } 

Not  one  of  all  thy  tribe  I  see 
Beside  thyself  appear, 

Atid,  through  these  bright  and  clustering  curls 

Thou  shinest,  a  tiny  thread  of  pearls. 

Thou  art  a  moralist  ?  ah,  well ! 

And  comest  from  Wisdom's  land, 
A  few  sage  axioms  just  to  tell  ? 

Well !  well !  I  understand  — 
Old  Truth  hath  sent  thee  here  to  bear 
The  maxims  which  we  fain  mutt  hear. 

And  now,  as  I  observe  thee  nearer, 
Thou'rt  pretty — very  pretty  —  quite 

As  glossy  and  as  fair — nay  fairer 
Than  these,  but  not  so  bright; 
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And  since  thou  came  Truili's  ni«(i3eiig«r, 
Thou  shall  remain  and  speak  of  her. 

She  Eays  ihou  an  a  herald  seni 

In  kind  and  fVi^ndly  warning, 
To  mix  wilh  locks  by   beaitiy  blent, 

(The  fail  young  brow  adorning,) 
And  'inidsl  iheir  wild  luxuriance  Uiught 
To  show  thyseir,  and  waken  thuught. 

Thai  ihouglil,  which  to  the  dreamer  preacher 

A  lesson  stem  aa  true, 
Thai  all  things  pass  away,  and  Icaehcs 

lluw  youlh  mum  vanish  toot 

Tliis  thoughl,  whene'er  thou  moBt'st  tha  Tiew. 

And  comoa  there  not  a  whiipering  sound, 
A  low,  Tainl,  murmuring  brenlli, 
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She  boven  o>r  the  darkest  cloud 
That  life's  sod  pathway  shades, 

And  e'en  when  tempests  rage  most 
Her  voice  the  atorm  pervades. 


She  lights  our  gloom  —  she  soothes  our  care  — 

She  bids  our  fears  depart, 
Traasforms  to  gems  each  grier-fraught  tear, 

Am]  binds  the  broken  heart 


She  glances  o'er  us  from  above, 
The  brightest  star  that's  given, 

And  guides  us  still  through  faith  and  love, 
To  endless  peace  in  Heaven! 


Airn  I  have  seen  thee,  gifted  one!  at  last! 

Thy  spirit-stirring  accents  —  ihey  have  come 
Like  some  remember'd  melody,  long  past, 

Calling  up  fancies  of  my  childhood's  home ; 
And  speaking  to  my  lieart  in  tunes  that  seem 
The  clear  fiimiliar  whisperings  of  a  dream ! 

For  thou  hast  been  to  me  a  dream !    thy  name 
A  spell  round  which  my  fancy  fondly  clung 

Since  the  first  echo  of  its  deathless  fame. 
Like  far-olf  music,  on  my  ear  was  flung— 

And  I  have  pondcr'd  o'er  ihy  power,  till  thought 

Grew  fiitnt  with  all  (he  wonders  it  hath  wrotight 
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Anil  I  have  dreaiiiM  iliw  ii  should  yci  be  Jiiine 
To  sit  colrancrd  beneath  thy  wizard  ekill, 

And  see  ihce  wield  thai  mystic  gid  divine 
Which  held  each  hnrt  a  captive  Co  ihy  will; 

While  by  its  aid  the  iniellectual  realm 

Obeyed  thy  impulse  oa  a  ihip  its  helm. 

TesI    iliou  hast  hcon  (o  m?  a  dream — and  lo! 

Iia  bright  fullilmeDl  in  the  pralried  West ! 
For  tliough  Time's  pinion  may  have  louch'd  ihy  bfov, 

The  gem  wilhin  delie*  hi»  wiihoring  Uwl ! 
Genius  triumphant!  Glorious  Prince  uf  Aril 
Still  is  ihine  empiir  own'd  in  every  heart! 


KLIZABETH  F.  ELLET. 
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New  York  ind  other  citiea.  Her  next  work  war  The  CkaraeUrt  of 
Sehilier  i  which  wu  quirklj  followed  hj  a  volume  of  interettin^  hi^ 
torical  sketches,  called  Seenei  in  the  Lift  of  Joanna  of  SteU^.  After 
theae,  appeared  her  Oounlry  RambUi ,-  in  which  slie  haa  painted  with 
an  artist's  hand  and  lover's  eye,  some  of  the  moat  beautiful  scenes  of  her 
native  land.  Bhe  la  now  preparing  a  work  oa  Tht  Women  of  the  Rtvo- 
hi/wm,  the  materiala  for  which  are  chiefly  drawn  from  private  paper* 
in  the  poneaaion  of  various  &miliea,  and  froa  their  personal  recollec- 
lectiooa.  Mrs.  Ellet  i«  a  niperior  linguist ;  and  (as  her  numerous  and 
excellent  translations  testify,)  has  an  extensive  acquaintance  with  the 
literature  of  Italy,  Fmnce,  Germany,  and  some  of  the  more  northerly 
nattom  of  Europe.  She  ia  a  writer  of  great  research,  of  equal  skill 
end  industry;  and  her  prose  articles  in  the  American  Quarterly,  and 
New  York  Review,  are  characterized  by  their  learning  and  good  laste. 
Aa  ■  poet  Mrs.  Ellet  is  elevated,  tranquil,  and  reflective.  Her  versi- 
ficatioa  is  smooth,  and  her  epithets  well-chosen  and  expressive.  That 
faculty  of  accurate  obeervalion,  which  is  one  of  the  first  requisites  for 
the  pnductioo  of  poetry,  whether  it  acts  upon  outward  objects  or  upon 
images  present  only  to  the  mind,  she  has  in  a  great  degree.  Her  de- 
scriptive poems  are  natural  and  pleasing ;  while  her  noral  poeras  are 
always  imbued  with  that  tenderly  sad  wisdom,  taught  by  the  grave 
philosopher — Biperience. 


SoFTLT  the  hj^nded  light  of  evening  rests 
Upon  thee,  lovely  stream!     Thy  gentle  tide, 
Picluring  the  g:orgeous  beauly  of  the  sky, 
Onwanl,  unbroken  by  the  ruffling  wind, 
Hajeetically  flows.     Oh!  by  thy  aide. 
Far  from  the  tumults  and  the  throng  of  men, 
And  the  vain  cares  that  vex  poor  human  life, 
T  were  happiness  to  dwell,  alone  with  thee, 
And  the  wide  solemn  grandeur  of  the  scene. 
From  thy  green  shores,  the  mountaina  that  enclose 
In  their  vast  sweep  the  beauties  of  the  plain, 
Slowly  receding,  toward  the  skies  ascend. 
Enrobed  with  clustering  woods  o'er  which  the  smile 
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or  Autumn  tu  hb  loveliiiMs  lialh  paM*d, 
Tauchiiie  ih«r  roliofiv  wjlh  his  brilliant  hues, 
And  flinging  o'er  lliv  lowlieai  ImT  anil  ahrub 
His  golden  li?CTy.     Ou  the  distant  beighu 
Soft  rlouiis,  eurth-baspd,  Kptxtii,  and  sifelch  a&r 
Their  burnish'd  mtminils  in  ilie  clear  blue  heaven, 
Flooded  with  splendour,  that  ilic  dazzled  eye 
Turns  dronping  fnim  the  eight. —  Nature  is  here 
Like  a  tlironed  eoveroign,  and  iliy  voice  doth  tell 
In  music  never  Btlent,  of  her  power. 
Nor  ore  ihy  lone*  unnnswerM,  where  she  builds 
Such  monuments  of  regal  swny.     These  wide 
Unlroildeii   foresls  eloquently  iipcak. 
Whether  the  breath  of  niimmcr  stir  their  depllis. 
Or  ihe  lioane  moaning  of  November's  blast 
Strip  from  the  bouglis  their  covering. 

All  the  air 
h  now  insiinci  with  life.    The  merry  hum 
Of  llie  returning  bee,  and  Uie  blithn  «ong 
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On  yon  eiemal  hills,  which  shall  endure 
Long  as  their  summits  breast  the  wirn'ry  stonn 
Or  smile  in  the  warm  sunshine.     They  have  been 
The  chroniclers  of  cenluries  gone  by : 
Of  a  strange  race,  who  trod  perchance  their  sides, 
Ere  these  gray  woods  had  sprouted  from  the  earth 
WhicJi  now  they  shade.     Here  onward  swept  thy  wavi 
When  tones  now  silent  mingled  with  their  sound, 
And  the  wide  shore  was  vocal  with  the  song 
Of  hunter  chief,  or  lover's  gentle  strain. 
Those  passed  away — forgotten  as  they  pass'd; 
But  holier  recollections  dwell  with  thee : 
Here  hath  immortal  Freedom  built  her  proud 
And  solemn  monuments.     The  mighty  dust 
Of  heroes  in  her  cause  of  glory  &llen, 
Hath  mingled  with  the  soil,  and  hallow'd  it. 
Thy  waters  in  their  brilliant  path  have  seen 
The  desperate  strife  that  won  a  rescued  world  — 
The  deeds  of  men  who  lire  in  grateful  hearts, 
And  hymn'd  their  requiem. 

Far  beyond  this  vale 
That  sends  to  heaven  its  incense  of  lone  flowers, 
Gay  village  spires  ascend — and  the  glad  voice 
Of  industry  is  heard.  —  5o  in  the  lapse 
Of  future  years  those  ancient  woods  shall  bow 
Beneath  the  levelling  axe  —  and  Man's  abodes 
Display  their  sylvan  honours.     They  will  pass 
In  turn  away; — yet  heedless  of  all  change, 
Surviving  all,  thou  still  wilt  murmur  on. 
Lessoning  the  fleeting  race  that  look  on  thee 
To  mark  the  wrecks  of  time,  and  read  their  doom. 
31 
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"Abidb  with  na;    the  evening  hour  ilmwv  on; 
And  pleasant  at  the  (Inyli|^t^s  Tailing  close 

The  Imveller's  repuse! 
And  ss  al  morn^a  approach  the  shailea  are  gone. 
Thy   wiird^,  oh  I    blessed  attanger,  have  dispellM 
Tlie  itii(hiight  gloom  in  which  our  boiiU  were  heli). 

Sad  wcrp  our  souls,  and  <{Uonch'd  liope'a  latest  ray, 
Bui  thou  to  us  hast  words  of  comfort  given 

or  Uim  who  came  froni  hearen! 
How  biirn'J  our  hraru  within  us  on  the  way, 
While  thou  the  sacred  scripture  didst  unfold. 
And  had'st  ua  trust  the  promise  given  of  old  I 


Ahide 

wiih  us;   let  us  not  lose  thee  yet 

Lest 

unto  iiB  the  cloud  of  fear  retun)| 

When  we  are  left  to  mouni 

That 

Israel's  Hone— his  better  Suu  —  is 
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Open,  thou  trembling  one — the  portal  wide, 
And  to  the  inmoal  chamber  of  thy  breast 
Take  home  ihe  heavenly  gueit! 
Me  for  the  lamiah'J  shall  a  feast  provide  — 
And  thou  shalt  taate  the  bread  or  life,  and  see 
The  Lord  of  angels  come  to  sup  with  thee. 

Beloved!   who  for  lu  with  care  hast  sought! 
Say — shall  we  hear  thy  voice,  and  let  Thee  wait 

All  night  before  the  g:ate  — 
Wet  with  the  dews  —  nor  greet  Thee  as  we  ought? 
Oh!  strike  the  fetters  from  the  hand  of  pride, 
And,  that  we  perish  not,  with  us,  O  Lord,  abide ! 


•'Know  jrou  wlial  it  ii  when  angiiisfa,  with  Bporalfplic  irSTta, 
To  a  Pjrlliian  height  dilstei  yaa,  ■nd  Jespmir  sublime*  to  power  T" 

Mitt  Bamtt, 

The  stru^le's  o'er;  the  coward  fear  is  past; 

Even  wrong  and  pain  must  now  their  prey  forego ; 
And  the  worn  heart  may  lift  its  voice  at  last. 

Strong  in  the  majesty  of  cureless  woe ! 

The  iron  chain,  so  long  in  silence  borne, 
Falls  riven  from  the  bosom  of  the  slave; 

And  I,  to  thee  —  who  gav'st  the  meed  of  scorn — 
Must  speak  once  more,  ere  silent  in  the  grave. 

Tel  what  reck'st  thou  —  that  words  all  idly  spoken 
Have  made  a  life-long  grief  another's  part  ? 

While  thou,  to  point  a  jest,  host  woundfed,  broken. 
That  wrong'd  and  fearful  thing — a  human  heart! 

Could  the  cold  sneer,  the  laugh  of  rxreless  glee 

Which  others — thee  how  far  beneath !— might  share, 

Reward  thee,  then,  for  all  it  heap'd  on  me  — 
The  worldless  agony, — the  long  despair? 
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How  had  1  sinn'd  ?     Whs  it  not  pure  (mm  stain. 
Thai  giiiieless  olT^ring  ai  a  noble  ahrioe? 

Did  e'er  a  thought  of  ill  the  aoid  profane 
That  in  its  childlike  worship  knelt  lo  thine  ? 

Or  if  I  err'd,  perelianc*^ — oh!  humui  Vrothcf! 

Deserved  my  fault  the  cruel  penance  given  ? 
Or  say  if  thou  liaxt  meied  1u  another 

The  gentle  mercy  all  must  Fink  of  Heaven  t 

Hear  now  the  mesngc  I,  so  proud  in  sorrow, 
Speed  lo  thy  presence  wiih  my  latest  sigh; 

1  —  for  whose  sight  shall  dawn  no  coming  morrow^ 
Know  but  one  wish  to  blea«  thre  err  I  die! 

May  all  Heaven's  richest  pfts  be  shower'il  upon  tlwe, 
May  grief  ne'er  hsrhour  in  ihnl  manly  breast; 

May  joy  and  peace,  whit'>-n'ing''d,  with  rapture,  crown  thee, 
And  keep  thee  ever  in  their  golden  rest ! 

Tel  oh !  by  all  the  tean  mine  eyes  have  shed, 
I  nmv  thee,  ahidd  me  fram  imworthv   blame! 
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The  gorgeous  sua  looks  *down. 
Bathing  thee  gladly  in  his  noontide  ray; 

And  o'er  thy  headlands  brown 
With  loring  light  the  tints  of  evening  play. 

Thy  whispering  breezes  fear 
To  break  Ihe  calm  so  solUy  hallowM  here. 

Here,  in  her  green  domain, 
The  stamp  of  Nature's  sovereignly  is  found; 

With  scarce  disputed  reign 
She  dwells  in  all  the  solitude  around. 

And  here  she  loves  to  wear 
The  regal  garb  that  suits  a  queen  so  foir. 

Full  ah  my  heart  hath  yeam'd 
For  thy  sweet  shades  and  vales  of  sunny  rest ! 

Even  as  the  swan  retum'd, 
Sloopa  to  repose  upon  thy  azure  breast, 

I  greet  each  welcome  spot 
Forsaken  long  —  but  ne'er,  ah,  ne'er  foi^ot! 

Twas  here  that  memory  grew^ 
T  was  here  that  childhood's  hopes  and  cares  were  lefi ; 

Its  early  freshness  loo  — 
Ere  droops  the  soul,  of  her  best  joys  bereft. 

Where  are  they  ?  —  o'er  the  track 
W  cold  years,  I  would  call  the  wanderers  back '. 

They  must  be  with  thee  still! 
Thou  art  unchanged  —  as  bright  the  sunbeams  play  — 

Fr<Hn  not  a  tree  or  hill 
Hath  time  one  hue  of  beauty  snatch'd  away. 

Unchanged  alike  should  be 
The  blessed  things  so  late  resign'd  to  thee! 
81  • 
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Give  back,  oh,  smiling  deep! 
The  lieari^K  fair  sitnsliine,  and  thf  dreams  of  youlli 

TliBi  in  thy  bosom  sleep  — 
Life's  April  innocence,  and  trustful  truth ! 

The  nines  that  breathed  of  yore 
III  ihy  lone  murmure,  od£o  again  irslore! 

Where  ha»e  they  vanish'd  all?  — 
Only  the  heedlew  winds  in  answer  sigh  — 

Siill  rushing  at  thy  rail, 
With  reckless  swe>ep  the  «lreaiiilcl  flashes  by! 

And  idle  as  iho  air> 


Or  fleeting  s 


V  eoul'i 


insBtiais  prayer 


Home  of  sweet  thoughts  —  (arewell! 
\Vhere'tr  through  clinngeful  life  my  Itil  may  bo, 

A  deep  and  lutllawM  fpell 
Is  on  thy  watera  and  thy  woods  for  me ! 

Though  vainly  tancy  craves 
lis  childhood  with  the  music  of  thy  wives! 
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Look  not  upon  llie  past  —  the  bitter  paaL 

lu  spectral  pageants  It^unl  thee !  —  Darkly  there 

Qatbers  a  throng,  from  whose  pursuing  gaze 

Thou  fain  wonld'fll  turn  away.    Tlie  hours  misspent  — 

The  wasted  energies — the  gifts  abused  — 

The  feelings  wrong'd  —  the  blighted  hopes — stand  there. 

The  sins  thou  deemedst  trivial,  and  the  world 

Deem'd  virtues  haply,  tower  to  giant  height, 

And  flout  thee  with  their  scorn.     The  hidden  crimes 

Cast  off  their  mask,  and  fill  thee  with  affrigliL 

Time,  that    relentless  creditor,  there  stands. 

Presenting  his  account,  and  bidding  iliee 

Tremble  at  his  dread  records,  and  prepare 

The  reckoning  to  abide. 

Look  not  upon 
The  past — the  gloomy  past.     Tis  stoled  in  grief. 
Tis  the  domain  of  evil  —  dark  and  sad 
To  human  eyes, — the  mournful  prison-house 
Of  human  woes  and  errors.     There,  too,  broods 
The  cloud  of  wrath  divine. 

Thou  may'tl  forgri  — 
Is  the  kind  sentence  Heaven  writes  out  for  man. 
Forget  thy  years  of  folly  —  years  of  crime. 
Lo,  llie  uiiatain'd  future !  't  is  ihine  own, 
With  all  its  glorious  aims,  its  boundless  hopes; 
And  thou  may^sl  claim  this  bright  inheritance 


Free  from  all  hindrance  — 
Be  fiJt'd  on  Him  who  wai 
For  thee  the  shame  and  s 


>  the  eye  of  faith 
I  of  the  paaL 
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The  wares  that  on  the  sparkling  sand 
Their  foaming  crests  upheave, 

Lightly  receding  froTn  the  land. 
Seem  not  a  trace  to  leave. 
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Those  billows  in  their  ceadcluas  piny 
Have  worn  tlw  aoliil  r«ck«  nwny. 

The  aiimmrr  windt,  wliich  wvidering  aigb 

Amid  ihe  foresi  bower. 
So  ^nlly  u  they  imirmar  by, 

Scarce  lift  the  drooping  fli)wet. 
Yet  bear  ihey,  in  aiitumnal  gloom, 
Spring's  wtihcT'd  benulies  lo  the  tomb. 

ThiiH  #vorldly  cares,  ihoL^h  lightly  bonip, 

ThL-ir  tmpreas  leave  buhind; 
Anil  Finrila,  which  their  bonds  would  epum. 

The  blighting  trues  find. 
'Till  uller'd  thoughts  nitd  hrartt  grown  cold, 
The  change  of  pawing  yeara  unfold. 
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LIKK    flOCTHERn    BIRD*. 

LiKK  Bouthern  birds,  whoM  wing*  of  light 
Are  cold  and  huelesa  while  Bt  reat— 

But  spread  to  soar  in  upward  flight, 
Appear  in  glorioua  plumage  dreat; 

The  poei's  sout — while  darkly  close 
lis  pinions,  bids  no  passion  glow ; 

But  roused  at  length  Trom  dull  repose. 
Lights,  while  it  spurns,  the  world  below. 


O'BK    THE    FAR    MOUNTAIN    PSAK    ON    R 

O'kr  the  far  mountain  peak  on  high 
First  shines  the  morning's  ray  ; 

And  latest  from  the  crimson'd  sky 
The  beam  of  parting  day. 

Yet  there,  to  greet  the  partial  light, 
Nor  flowers  nor  venture  bloom ; 

But  barren  all  —  though  coldly  bright — 
And  cheerless  as  the  tomb. 

While,  in  the  modeal  vale's  recess, 
Where  sunlight  scarce  descends. 

Fresh  flowerets  spring  the  beam  to  bless. 
And  grateful  foliage  bends. 

Thus  hearts  tliat  bask  in  fortune's  smile,. 

Undimm'd  by  clouds  of  care, 
Feel  not  the  joys  their  hours  beguile 

Which  humbler  bosoms  share. 
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SiiF.piifiRD,  with  meek  brow  wreathed  with  blossoms  swcei. 

Will)  guard'sl  thy  timid  flock  with  tenderest  care — 
^V!i(>  e"i'l^sl  in  sunny  paths  their  wandering  feet, — 

Ami  ilie  young  lambs  dost  in  thy  bosom  bear;  — 
Willi  li-acl'si  thy  happy  flock  to  pastures  fair, 

Ami  by  still  waters  at  the  noon  of  day  — 
Cliiiniiiiig  wilb  lute  divine  the  silent  air, 

WliiLi  lime  they  linger  on  the  verdant  way;  — 
Good  Shepherd!  might  one  gentle  distant  strain 

Of  that  immortal  melody  sink  deep 
lull)  my  heart,  and  pierce  its  careless  sleep, 

And  meli  by  powerful  love  its  sevenfold  chain  — 
Oh !  then  my  soul  thy  voice  should  know,  and  flee 
To  mingle  with  thy  flock,  and  ever  follow  Thee! 
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Hu.  KrDiMtALs  ia  ft  d&ughter  oTthe  kte  Leomrd  A.  Ble«cker,  Biq., 
otNev  York,  where  she  wu  bom,  and  a  gnndaughter  of  the  late  Ua- 
jor  William  Popham,  a  well-knowD  revolutionary  officer.  Her  &ther 
left  the  city  when  she  was  very  young,  and  many  of  her  earlier  years 
were  spent  in  West  Cheater  County ;  where,  amidst  its  quiet  woodland 
•cenery,  her  poetical  tastes  first  developed  ihemselvee.  When  quite  a 
little  child,  she  was  poeaesaed  with  a  deaire  fi>r  literary  distinction ;  and 
the  moet  earnest  wish  of  her  heart  was  for  "a  whole  quire  of  white  pa- 
per." The  artlesB  ambition,  however,  that  charmed  her  childhood, 
ranishedaa  abcgrewup,  l¥ightened,nodDubt,at  a  glimpse  of  that  fame 
in  the  distance  it  had  so  innocently  wished  to  attract. 

On  Mias  Bleecker's  return  to  the  city,  some  of  her  poetical  cffusiona 
were  published  by  a  firieod,  in  the  New  York  Mirror;  and  gained  so 
much  approbation,  that  she  continued  to  write  for  that  and  other  period- 
icals several  years,  under  the  signature  of  M.  N.  M.  She  was  married 
in  1634  to  Pierre  G.  F.  H'Donald,  Esq.;  and  her  married  life,  which 
was  singularly  unclouded  and  happy,  (a  sure  sign  that  ambition  had  left 
her ;  because,  if  a  thirst  for  fame  and  a  yearning  for  love  live  together  in  a 
woman's  heart,  they  will  kindle  strife,)  continued  till  April,  1S44.  After 
her  husband's  death,  she  became  by  neceaaity,  not  cliuice,  an  autlioresH, 
and  published  a  volume  entitled  Poem*  by  M.  JV.  M,  in  1S45.  Two 
small  volumes  of  interesting  juvenile  stories,  called  Ctiuiin  Bertha'^ 
Talei/nr  CiiUren,  subsequently  appeared.  She  contributes  constantly 
to  The  Columbian,  The  Ladies'  Wreath,  and  other  msgaxiiics.  Her 
prose  writings  are  remarkable  for  their  ease,  retinement,  and  playfiil 
simplicity;  while  her  poems,  of  which  the  Allowing  are  a  lair  speci- 
men, are  musical,  graceful,  and  sweeL 


Laughingly  thou  comeat 

Rosy  June, 
With  thy  light  and  tripping  feet, 
And  thy  garlands  fresh  and  sweet, 
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Anil  thy  wftter*  all  m  ttinc; 
WiUi  thy  gin  nf  buds  and  bcUa, 
For  ihn  uplaud^  ami  the  dells, 
With  the  wild-hinl  and  iho  l>e«, 
On  ihp  hlussum  or  thf  ine, 
Ami  my  heart  leajia  forth  to  meet  l!ie«. 
With  a  joyniia  thrill  to  ^recl  tllrc 

Rosy  June, 
And  1  love  the  flaahiitg  ray 
or  the  rivulets  at  play^ 
Aa  they  sparkle  into  day, 
Rosy  June ! 

Miwl  lovely  do  I  call  thee. 

Laughing  June! 
P(]r  lliy  skies  are  bright  and  blue, 
As  a  Nipphire'8  brilliant  hue, 

And  the  heals  of  Summer  noon, 
Made  cooler  by  thy  breath  — 
O'er  the  clover-scented  heBib, 
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nd  a  thousand  Summer  fancjea,  with  the  melody  liave  come; 

And  he  tumeth  from  the  page 

or  the  prophet  or  the  sage. 
And  forgelteth  all  the  wisdam  of  his  books; 

For  hia  heart  is  roving  free 

With  the  butterfly  and  bee, 
And  chimeth  with  the  music  or  the  brooks, 

Singing  ilill  iheir  merry  tune, 

In  the  flashing  light  of  noon. 
One  chord  of  thy  sweet  lyre,  laughing  June! 

1  have  heart-aches  many  a  one, 

Rosy  June! 
And  I  sometimes  long  to  fly 

To  a  world  of  love  and  lifht. 
Where  the  flowerets  never  die. 

Nor  the  day  gives  place  to  night; 
Where  the  weariness  and  pain 

Of  this  mortal  life  are  o'er. 
And  we  fondly  clasp  again 

All  the  loved  ones  gone  before. 
And  I  think,  lo  lay  my  head 
Od  some  green  and  sheltered  bed, 

Where,  at  dawning  or  al  noon. 
Come  the  birds  with  liquid  note 
In  each  tender  warbling  throat. 

Or  the  bieeze,  with  mournful  tune, 
To  sigh  above  my  grave  — 
Would  be  all  that  1  should  crave 
Rosy  June! 

But  when  ihou  art  o'er  the  earth. 
With  thy  blue  and  tranquil  skies, 
And  thy  gufhing  melodies, 

And  thy  many  tones  of  mirth  — 
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WboQ  thy  6owers  perfume  the  sir, 
And  ihy  garUnds  wreath  tlie  bough, 
AiiJ  my  birth-plncc,  even  now 

SeemR  in  Eden  bright  and  &ir  — 

How  my  npirit  ihrinka  nway 
Frnni  the  darkiiesa  of  die  toinl>. 
All))  I  shudder  aX  its  gloom 

Wlulc!  Ml   beautiful  the  dtty. 

Yet  1  know  llie  skies  are  bright, 

In  ihni  lund  of  love  aad  light, 
Brighler,  fairer  than  ibine  own,  lovely  June, 

No  eluidow  dima  the  ray. 

No  night  obscure*  the  day, 
But  ever,  eter  rcigneth,  high  eleraat  noon, 

A  gUmpsc  thou  an  of  heaven 

LorHy  Juno! 
Ty]>e  of  a  purer  climo 
Bej  Olid  tlie  Hight  of  time, 
Where  the  amaranth  lloweM  are  rife 
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TO    LIZZIK. 


And  all  heant  do  pnjr.  "God  Ioti 
Ay,  in  ccriei,  in  ){oud  KUIli, 
We  lamj  be  ■ 


Thkkb's  b  chann  about  thee,  Lizzie, 

That  1  cannot  well  define, 
And  I  sometimes  think  it  lieth 

In  that  toll  blue  eye  oT  thine ; 
And  yet,  though  pleasant  is  thine  eye. 

And  beautiful  ihy  lip — 
As  a  rose-leaf  bathed  in  honey  dews, 

A  bee  might  love  to  sip, — 
Tet  I  think  it  is  nor  lip,  nor  eye, 

Which  binds  me  with  its  spell; 
But  a  something  dearer  far  than  these, 

Though  undelinable. 

When  I  meet  thee,  dearest  Lizzie, 

When  I  hear  thy  gentle  tone, 
When  my  hand  is  press'd  ao  tenderly, 

So  warmly  in  thine  own; 
Why  then  I  think  it  ia  thy  voice, 

Whose  music  like  a  bird's. 
Can  soothe  me  with  the  melody 

Of  sweetly-spoken  words : 
Perchance  the  pressure  of  thy  hand 

This  hidden  charm  may  be  — 
Or  the  magic,  Lizzie,  of  a  sigh 

That  lures  my  heart  to  thee. 

Perchance  it  »  thy  gentleness, 
Perchance  thy  winning  smile, 

Which  lurketh  in  such  dimples. 
As  might  easily  beguile; 
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Or  (lerchance  the  muaic  of  ihy  laugh 

lliiiK  a  bewildering  flow  — 
Yet  I  ranDot  lell,  my  Lizzie, 

II'  Ji  be  thy  laugli  or  no^ 
For  niirih  bm  musical  as  ihiiie 

lluih  met  ray  ear  before, 
Bui  its  memory  faJed  from   my  heart 

VVIieu  once  the  strain  was  o'er. 


Oh  '■  for  the  wand  of  fairy 

To  dissolve   the   wilhering  spell. 
And  teach  me,  dearest  Lizzie, 

What  it  is  I  love  so  well, 
Tliy  simple  Irulh  and  eamesiness, 

Pi'rchance  it  may  be  this, 
Or  the  gentle  kindness  breathing 

111  thy  morn   or   evening  kiss  — 
Thy  care  for  others'  weal  or  wo, 

Thy  quickly  springing  tears  — 
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It  was  but  the  note  of  a 

But  a  dream  of  the  pasl  in  my  heart  it  stiir'd, 

And  waAed  me  tar  to  a  breezy  spot, 

Where  blossnm'd  the  blue  forgel-me'Dot 

And  the  broad  green  houghs  gave  a  checkerM  gleam 

To  ihe  dancing  waves  of  a  mountain  stream, 

And  there,  in  the  heat  of  «  summer  day, 

Asain  on  the  velvet  lurf  I  lay. 

And  saw  bright  shapes  in  the  floating  clouds, 

And  rear'd  fair  domes,  'mid  their  fleecy  shrouds, 

As  I  look'J  aloft  to  the  azure  sky, 

And  tong'd  for  a  bird's  sofl  plumes  to  fly. 

Till  lost  in  its  depths  of  purity. 

Alas !  I  have  waked  from  that  early  dream, 
Far,  far  away  is  the  mountain  stream. 
And  the  dewy  turf,  where  so  ofl  I  lay, 
And   the  woodland  flowers,  they  are  far  away. 
And  the  skies  that  once  were  to  me  so  blue, 
Now  bend  above  with  a  darker  hue, 
And  yet  1  may  wander  in  fancy  back 
At  memory's  call  to  my  childhood's  track : 
And  the  fount  of  thought  hath  been  deeply  slirr'd 
By  the  passing  note  of  a  summer  bird. 

It  was  but  the  rush  of  the  autumn  wind, 
But  it  left  a  spell  of  the  past  behind, 
And  I  was  abroad  with  my  brothers  twain 
In  the  tangled  paths  of  the  wood  again : 
Where  the  leaves  were  rustling  beneath  our  feet. 
And  the  merry  shout  of  our  gleeaome  mood 
Was  echoed  far  in  the  solitude. 
As  we  caught  the  prize  which  a  kindly  breeze 
Sent  down  in  a  ahuwer  from  the  chesnut  trees. 
3i' 


I  pUy, 
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Oil !  a  (veary  lime  hath  passM  away 
Siiiri.'  my   broihera   were  out  by  my  side  b 
A   weary   lime,  with   its   weight  of  care. 
And   its   toil   in   the  city's  crowded  ajr — ■ 
And  iia  pining  wish  for  the  hill-tops  high  — 
For  the  liiLighing  stream  and  the  clear  blue  sky  — 
For  the   shaded  dell,  and  the  leafy  halls 
or  llie  old  green  wood  where  the  sunlight  falls. 

But  I  see  the  haunu  of  my  early  days, 
The  old  green  wood  where  the  sunshine  plays. 
And   the   flushing  stream   in  its  course  of  light,— 
And   the   hill-lops  high,  and  the  skies  so  bright, — 
And  the  silent  depths  of  tlie  shaded  dell, 
VVIicre  Ihi-  twilight  shadows  at  noonday  fell, — 
And   the  mighty  charm   which  hath  conquered  these 
U   ni>ughi,  save  a  rush  of  the  autumn  breeze. 


Ii 


im  a  violet's  faint  perfume, 
iirt.'  me  back  to  a  quiet  roc 
1  gentle  girt  in  the  spring-time, ^ 


m'domald. 


TBK     LITTLK    BIRD    THAT    TOLD    THI    BBCSBT. 

So  I 're  heard  your  secret,  Mabel, 

I 're  heard  it,  my  little  maid, 
And  you're  going  to  do  a  silly  thing 

]  am  Tery  much  arraid. 

Tou  're  going  to  many  the  miller, 

And  live  beside  the  mill! 
But  the  miller,  they  say,  is  an  idle  roan, 

And  often  bjs  wheel  atsnda  atill. 

And  they  say  he  is  growing  careless, 

And  spends  the  livelong  day 
In  guing  over  the  shining  stream 

At  a  cottage  across  the  way. 

And  they  say  he  is  wild  and  wilful, — 

So  prithee,  my  Mabel,  dear. 
Don't  give  your  hand  to  the  miller, 

If  all  is  true  that  I  hear. 

Who  says  be  is  idle,  Bessie? 

And  wild  and  wilful,  too  f 
IT  ever  it  come  to  the  miller's  ears, 

They  may  find  it  cause  to  rue. 

And  who  told  you  this  mighty  secret? 

Tou  need  not  think  'tis  so; 
A  body  may  walk  with  a  quiet  man, 

Tet  never  to  church  may  go, 

I  should  like  to  see  the  lassie 

Who  told  you  the  silly  jest; 
As  if  I  would  part  with  ray  secret, 

For  a  ring  and  a  wedding  vest. 
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Ton  need  nol  deny  il,  Mobrl, 
T«a8  a  little  birU  who  mmt' 

But  now  with  tlie  wondruus  eiary, 
A(]il  lold  unio  nifl  ihe  name. 

I  iiuirk'd  the  glenm  of  his  criirson  breast. 
As  he  fiilled  across  your  cheek; 

Ami  the  rapid  flanh  of  hia  darting  wing 
In  your  eye,  when  you  tjid  apeak. 

Yod  >e  dreaming,  Bessie,  you  ^re  ilreatniog. 

No  lalking  bird*  have  we; 
And  I  wouhl  tint  whi*par  the  mailer, 

I  'ni  sure,  to  a  bird  em  ihr,  Irre ; 
And  never  a  wing  rnnin  flitting 

Across  my  cheek  or  eye — 
So.  liesaie,  you  must  be  dreaming, 

With  all  this  mystery. 

Ah  !  Mabel ;  you  may  dissemble 
With  duller  folks,  I  ween, 
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So  what  I  but  guess'd,  my  Mabel, 

The  bird  haih  told  at  will, 
That  you  're  going  to  marry  the  miller. 

And  live  beside  the  mill. 


TRANCES  S.  OSGOOD. 

Mb*.  Qmood  is  a  native  of  Buaton.  Her  fatber,  a  mercbant  of 
tbe  DaiD«  of  Locke,  was  a  mao  of  taate,  education,  and  (rue  poetical 
■eDaitalities.  She  wai  chiefly  instructed  at  home;  her  «tep-ai<ier, 
tbe  accomplished  Mrs.  Wells,  (whose  poems  we  have  noticed  In  a 
former  part  of  thia  volutne,)  acting'  the  pari  of  friend,  ifuide,  and 
governess,  with  etfual  kindness  and  ability.  Genius  was  quickly  dis* 
covered  in  all  the  little  Fanny  said  or  wrote;  but  it  was  not  until 
strongly  urg«d  by  her  benevolent  and  g-ifled  friend,  iln.  l.ydia  M.  Child, 
that  the  fniila  of  this  genius  were  permitted  to  be  seen  by  the  world. 
She  then  becune  a  contributor  to  tlie  Juvenile  Miscellany,  and  otlier 
periodicals,  under  the  name  of  Florence.  During  a  visit  to  I.ondoD, 
just  after  her  marriage  with  the  dislinguifilicd  artist  whuae  name  she 
bears,  her  first  collection  of  poems  was  publiithed,  entitled  A  IVreofA  o/ 
Wild  FlomTt/rnm  iVew  England.  This  gnincd  fur  lier  the  friendship 
of  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton,  and  much  courteous  attention  from  others  of 
noble  birth  and  talent  in  Eng'Iand.  On  her  rcliim,  Mra.  Osgood  edited 
The  Flmoert  of  Parlry,  m-  Poetry  of  Flmcreri,  and,  for  a  slmrt  time,  a 
magasine  called  The  Iisdies'  Companion. 

lo  1841,  she  published  The  Snoadrop,  a  boob  fur  children,  and 
several  other  works  of  the  same  kinil.  Another  volume  of  her  Potm* 
appeared  in  1845;  since  which  she  has  edited  an  annual,  called  7%e 
Floral  Offering.  For  many  years  past  she  has  been  one  of  the  most 
popular  and  fertile  conlributora  to  the  monthly  niagaiines  of  whom  our 
country  can  boasL  Her  style  in  prose  is  lively  and  natural;  and  her 
ingenious  stories  are  always  freely  sprinkled  over  with  songs,  or  spar- 
kling epigrammatic  little  poems,  which,  like  jewels  on  a  ball-dress,  not 
caly  give  brilliancy  for  the  immediate  occasion,  but  will  be  taken  out 
and  preserved,  when  the  story  itself  is  laid  by  and  forgotten. 
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As  B  poetess,  Mrs.  Osgood  is  irresistibly  fiisciiwling.  "There  tl 
nothing  micihnDica.!  sbout  her;"  but  (as  the  Rev.  Dr.  DavidsoD*  veiT 
truly  obscrvesj  "all  is  buoyant,  overflowing,  irrepressible  vivacity,  liJfe 
the  bubbling  up  of  a  nstural  fountain.  In  her  alniOBt  chiidiah  playful- 
ness, she  reminds  us  of  thai  exquisite  creation  of  Fonque,  Undine,  wbo 
knew  no  law  but  that  of  her  own  waywardnet*.  The  great  charm  of 
her  poetry  is  Its  unaflected  simpticity.  It  is  the  Iranspareat  stmpttcitf 
of  truth,  rellecting  the  Idling  of  the  moment  like  a  mirror."  Bui  thii 
is  not  her  only,  or  lier  moiat  marked  characteristic:  grace,  wit,  bncy, 
feeling,  nml  a  dL-licious  adaptation  of  sjund  lo  sense,  are  equally  obaerv- 
able.  Ae  we  re:id  her  poems,  her  fnlry  songs,  ea  B|irighlty,  loving,  and 
musical,  and  ht^r  fervent  strains  of  lender  thought,  it  is  hard  to  sy 
which  of  these  predominate.  But  Mrs.  0^;oad  possesses,  also,  loftier 
qiiiihlifr;  (hon  those  which  merely  fiucinate.  There  is  a  fine  moral 
awnk>.'iii[i;x  |x>»i>r,  in  her  noble  and  spirited  lines  on  Labour,  which  evi- 
dc7iilly  i^nitrs  that  she  con  be — more  than  (ancifiil,  witty,  and  te 
an  [-U»iiient  icbcIilt  of  wbidom  and  trulh. 


LIBOUR. 
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From  the  anMll  insect,  ihe  rich  coral  bower; 

Only  man  in  tlie  plan  shrinks  from  his  part 

Labour  is  life! — Tis  the  siill  water  faileih; 

Idleness  ever  despaireth,  bewailelh ; 

Keep  the  watch  wound,  for  the  dark  rust  as»aiieth ; 

Flowers  droop  and  die  in  the  slillness  of  noon, 
labour  is  glory!   the  flying  cloud  liglilens; 
Only  the  roving  wind  changes  and  brightens ; 
Idle  hearts  only,  the  dark  future  frightens ; 

Play  the  sweet  ke]'B,  wouldst  thou  keep  them  in  tune. 

Labour  is  rest  —  from  the  sorrows  that  greet  us, 
Rest  from  all  petty  vexations  that  meet  us, 
Rest  from  sin-promp lings  that  ever  enlreat  us. 

Rest  from  world-syrens  that  lure  us  to  ill. 
Work  —  and  pure  slumbers  shall  wait  on  thy  pillow; 
Work  —  thou  shall  ride  over  Care's  coming  billow; 
Lie  not  down  wearied  'neath  Wo's  weeping  willow ; 

Work  with  a  stout  heart  and  resoluie  will ! 

Droop  not,  though  shame,  sin,  and  anguish  are  round  thee; 
Bravely  fling  off  the  cold  chain  that  hmh  bound  ihee; 
Look  to  yon  pure  Heaven  smiling  beyond  thee ! 

Rest  not  content  in  thy  darkness — a  clod! 
Work  —  for  some  good  —  be  il  ever  so  slowly; 
Cherish  some  (lower  —  be  it  ever  so  lowly; 
Labour!     All  labour  is  noble  and  holy;  — 

Let  thy  good  deeds  be  thy  prayer  to  thy  God ! 


A  WHISPER  woke  the  air— 
A  soft  light  tone  and  low, 
Tel  barb'd  with  shame  and  woe; 

Now,  might  il  only  perish  there! 
Nor  farther  go. 
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•  Ah  me!  a  quick  and  eager  ear 

Caught  up  ihe  little  meaning  sound! 
Another  voice  has  breathed  it  clear. 

And  so  it  wanders  round, 
From  ear  to  lip — from  lip  to  ear, 
Until  it  reached  a  gentle  heart, 
And  thai — it  brotx. 

It  was  t}ie  only  heart  it  found, 
The  only  heart  'I  was  meant  to  find, 

When  first  its  accents  woke;  — 
it  reach'd  that  tender  heart  at  last, 

And  that  —  it  broke. 

Low  as  it  seeni'd  to  othxr  ears, 
It  came  a  thunder  crash  to  hers. 
That  fragile  girl  so  &ir  and  gay, — 
That  guileless  girl  so  pure  and  true! 

illg-bird 
That  in  a  fragrant  lily  lay. 
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THE    LIFK-TOTAGI. 


Oirci  in  the  olden  time  there  dwelt 

Beside  the  Bounding  sea, 
A  little  maid — her  garb  wu  coane, 

Her  apiril  pure  and  free. 

Her  parents  were  an  humble  twain, 

And  poor  as  poor  could  be; 
Tet  giyly  eang  the  guUeleta  child, 

Beside  the  sounding  sea. 

The  hut  was  bare,  and  scant  the  fiu«, 

And  hard  her  little  bed ; 
But  she  was  rich !     A  single  gem 

Its  beauty  round  her  shed. 

She  walk'd  in  light!  — 'twas  all  her  wealth - 
That  pearl,  whose  lustrous  glow 

Made  her  white  forehead  dazzling  &ir, 
And  pure  as  sunlit  snow. 

Her  parents  died!     With  tears  she  cried, 

*'0od  will  my  lather  be!" 
Then  Unnch'd  alone  her  shallop  light, 

And  bravely  put  to  sea. 

The  sail  she  set  was  virgin-white. 

As  imnost  lily  leaf, 
And  angels  whisper'd  her  from  Heaven, 

To  loose  it  or  to  reef 

And  erer  <m  the  dancing  prow 

One  gloriona  brilliant  bum*d, 
By  whose  clear  ray  she  read  her  way, 

And  erery  danger  leam'd: 
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For  ahe  had  hung  her  treuure  there, 

Her  heaven-ill u mined  pearl ! 
And  so  the  sleer'd  her  lonely  bark, 

Thai  rsir  and  guileless  prl ! 

The  wind  was  fresh,  the  »aila  were  free, 
High  dash'd  the  diamond  spray, 

Ami   merrily  leaping  o'er  the  eea, 
The  light  skiff  left  the  bay! 

But  soon  false,  evil  spirits  came, 
And  strove,  with  costly  lure. 

To  bribe  her  msiden  heart  to  shame, 
And  win  her  jewel  pure. 

They  swarm'd  around  the  fragile  boat, 
They  brought  her  diamonds  rare, 

Tci  glisten  on  her  graceful  throat, 
And  hind  her  flowing  hair! 

They  brought  her  gold  from  Afric-land, 
And.  from  the 
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They  Bwarni'd  around  the  fragile  bBri^ 

They  strove  wilh  costlier  lure 
To  bribe  hei  maiden  heart  to  aharoe, 

And  win  her  jewel  pure. 

"We  bring  thee  rank  —  we  bring  thee  power^ 

We  bring  thee  pleasures  free  — 
No  empress,  in  her  silk-hung  bower, 

Hay  queen  her  realm  like  thee  I 

"Now  yield  ua  op  the  one  white  pearl! 

Tie  but  a  star,  whose  ray 
Will  bil  thee,  rash,  deroled  girl, 

When  lempeals  cloud  thy  way." 

But  etill  she  smiled  a  lofiier  smile, 

And  raised  her  frank,  bright  eyes, 
And  cried  —  "I  bear  my  vestal  etar 

Home,  Jiome  to  yonder  skies  I" 
The  wind  is  freah — the  sail  swells  free^ 

High  shoots  the  diamond  spray ! 
And  merrily  o'er  the  moaning  sea 

The  light  boat  leaps  away! 
Suddenly,  silliness  broods  around, 

A  stillness  as  of  death, 
Above,  below  —  no  motion,  sound! 

Hardly  a  struggling  breath! 

Then  wild  and  fieree  the  tempest  came, 

The  dark  wind-^lemone  daah'd 
Their  weapons  swift  —  the  air  was  flame! 

The  waves  in  madness  daah'd! 

They  awann'd  around  the  tossing  boat— 

"Wilt  yield  thy  jewel  nmof 
Look !  look  I  already  drench'd  in  spray, 

It  trembles  at  th«  prow. 
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"■  B«  oun  the  gem !  knd  nfely  latmch'd 

Upon  a  nimmer  sea, 
U'hcre  never  cloud  may  frown  in  heaven, 

Thy  pinnace  light  shall  be  r> 

But  still  ihe  smiled  a  fearless  smile, 
And  raised  her  tnutin^  eyes. 

And  cried  —  '■  I  bear  my  talisman 
Home,  home  lo  yonder  skies !" 

And  safe  through  all  that  blindiog  atonn 

The  true  bark   floated  on, 
And  soft  its  pe-arl -illumined  prow 

Through  all  (he  tumult  shone! 

An  angel,  guided  through  the  clouds 

By   that  most  precious  light, 
>'lew  down  the  fairy  helm  to  lake, 

And  steer  the  boat  aright       , 
I  died  the  storm  upon  the  a 

High  dosh'd  the  dim 
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Stil]  *hrink  from  falsehood's  fairest  guise, 

By  flattery  unbeguiled! 
Still  let  thf  heart  speak  from  thine  eyes, 

My  pure  tad  aJmple  child! 


Call  me  pet  Dunes,  dearest !    Osll  roe  a  bird 

That  flies  to  thy  breast  *t  one  cherishing  word, 

That  folds  its  wild  winga  there,  ne'er  dreaming  of  flight, 

That  tenderly  sings  there  in  loving  delight ! 

Oh!  my  nd  heart  keeps  pining  for  one  fond  word,— 

Call  me  pet  names,  dearest!  Call  me  thy  bird! 

Call  me  sweet  names,  darting!  Call  me  a  flower, 

That  lives  in  the  light  of  thy  smile  each  hour. 

Thai  droopa  when  its  heaven  —  thy  heart  —  grows  cold, 

That  shrinks  from  the  wicked,  the  false  and  bold, 

That  blooms  for  thee  only,  through  sunlight  and  shower; 

Call  me  pet  names,  darling!  Call  me  thy  flower! 

Call  me  fond  names,  dearest!  Oil  me  a  star, 

Whose  smile's  beaming  welcome  thou  feel'st  from  aftr. 

Whose  light  is  the  clearest,  the  tiuest  to  thee, 

When  the  "  night-time  of  sorrow"  steals  over  life's  sea : 

Oh!  trust  thy  rich  bark,  where  its  warm  rays  are. 

Call  me  pet  names,  darting!  Call  me  thy  star! 

Call  me  dear  names,  darling!  Call  me  thine  own! 

Speak  to  me  always  in  Love's  low  tone! 

Let  not  thy  look  nor  thy  voice  grow  cold; 

Let  my  fond  worship  thy  being  enfold; 

Love  me  for  ever,  and  love  me  alone! 

Call  me  pet  names,  darling!   Call  me  thine  own! 
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Yes  I  "lower  to  the  level" 

Of  thoae  who  laud  thee  now ! 
Go !  join  the  joyoua  revel, 

And  pledge  the  heardesB  vow! 
Go !  dim  the  ooul-^om  beauty 
Thai  lighw  thai  lofiy  brow '. 
Fill,  fill  the  bowl!  let  burning  wine 
Drown,  in  ihy  soul,  Love's  dream  divine ! 

Yet  when  the  laugh  is  lightest, 
When  wildest  goes  ihe  jesl. 
When  gleams  the  goblet  brightest, 
And  proudeal  heaves  thy  breast, 
And  thou  art  madly  pledging 
Each  gay  and  jovial  guest, — 
A   giuist  shall   glide  amid  the  flowera  — 
Thi    shade  of  Love's  departed  hoi 
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tILKNT    LOTS. 


Ah!  let  our  lore  be  atill  a  folded  Aower, 
A  pure,  moM  roM4>ud  blushing  to  be  wen, 

Hoktdiug  its  balm  and  beauty  for  that  hour 

When  Boub  may  me«t  without  the  clay  between ! 

Let  not  a  breath  o[  pasaion  dare  to  blow 

Its  tender,  timid,  clinging  leaves  apart! 
Let  not  the  sunbeam,  with  too  ardent  glow, 

Probne  the  dewy  freshness  at  its  heart! 

Ah!  keep  it  folded  like  a  sacred  thing! 

With  tears  and  smiles  its  bloom  and  fragrance  nurae; 
Still  let  the  modest  veil  around  It  cling, 

Nor  with  rude  touch  its  pleading  sweetneai  curse. 

Be  thou  content,  as  I,  to  know,  not  $ee, 

The  glowing  life,  the  treasured  wealth  within^ 

To  feel  our  spirit-flower  still  fresh  and  free, 

And  guard  ita  blush,  its  smile,  from  shame  and  sin. 

Ah!  keep  it  holy!  once  the  veil  withdrawn  — 
Once  the  rose  blooms — its  balmy  soul  will  fly, 

As  fled  of  old  in  sadness,  yet  in  scorn, 

111'  awaken'd  god  from  Psyche's  daring  eye! 


"SHK    LOTH    BIN    TIT.' 


Shx  loves  him  yet  I 
I  know  by  the  blush  that  rises 

Beneath  the  curia 
That  shadow  her  soul-^it  cheek; 
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She  lovea  him  yet! 
Thro'  all  Love's  sweet  dis^isea 

In  timid  giHs, 
A  lilush  will  be  sure  to  speak. 

But  deeper  aigas 
Than   the  radiant  blush  of  beauty, 

T)ie  maiden  finds, 
Whenever  his  name  is  heard j  — 

Her  young  heart  ihriils, 
Forgetting  herself — her  duly — 

Her  dark  eye  fills, 
And  her  pulse  with  hope  ia  Htirr'd. 

She  loves  him  yet! 
The  flower  the  false  one  gave  her 

When  last  he  came, 
h  Eiitl  with  her  wild  tears  wet. 

She'll  ne'er  forgei, 
l[iiwe''er  his  faith  may  waver, 

Thro'  grief  and  shame. 
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I  only  grieve  that  otherB,  who  care  less 
For  thy  dear  love,  thy  lightest  wish  may  bless; 
That  while  to  them  thou'rt  nothing  —  all  to  me, 
They  may  a  moment  minister  to  thee! 

Ah  f   If  a  fairy ^s  magic  might  were  mine, 

Vd  joy  to  change  with  each  new  wish  of  thine; 

Nothing  to  all  the  world  beside  I'd  be, 

And  everything  thou  lov'st,  in  turn  to  thee! 

Pliant  as  clouds,' that  hunt  the  sun-god  still, 
Pd  catch  each  ray  of  thy  prismatic  will; 
IM  be  a  flower  —  a  wild,  sweet  flower  Pd  be, 
And  sigh  my  very  life  away  for  thee. 

Pd  be  a  gem  and  drink  light  from  the  sun. 
To  glad  thee  with,  if  gems  thy  fancy  won ; 
Were  birds  thy  joy,  I  'd  light  with  docile  glee 
Upon  thy  hand,  and  shut  my  wings  for  thee ! 

Could  a  wild  wave  thy  glance  of  pleasure  meet, 
Pd  lay  my  crown  of  spray-pearls  at  thy  feet; 
Or  could  a  star  delight  thy  hearty  Pd  be 
The  happiest  star  that  ever  lookM  on  thee! 

If  music  lured  thy  spirit,  I  would  take 
A  tune's  aerial  beauty  for  thy  sake; 
And  float  into  thy  soul,  till  I  could  see 
How  to  become  all  melody  to  thee. 

The  weed,  that  by  the  garden  blossom  grows, 
Would,  if  it  could,  be  glorious  as  the  rose; 
It  tries  to  bloom  —  its  soul  to  light  aspires; 
The  love  of  beauty  every  fibre  fires. 

And  / — no  luminous  cloud  floats  by  above. 
But  wins  at  once  ray  envy  and  my  love. 
So  passionately  wild  this  thirst  in  me. 
To  be  all  beauty  and  all  grace  to  thee! 
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Alas '.    I  am  but  woman,  fond  onJ   weak, 
Wiilidiii  eveo  power  my  proud,  pure  love  to  epeak, 
Bui  oil !    by  all  I  faU  in,  love  not  me 
For  uhat  I  am — but  what  I  loiiA  lo  be! 


TBK    Bor    r  JLIMTBD. 


"  My  moihet'i  kitt  made  n 


Li/t  of  fm/amm  Wttl. 

A  LITTLE  heart  where  slept   the  germ,  as  yet  in   night  cod- 

ceale<i. 
Of  power  and  glory  since  to  be  (how  mdiantly)  revealed, 
Alone,  beside  a  cradle  bed,  was  beating  fast  and   wann, 
Wliere,  beniiiilul  in  slumber,  lay  a  baby's  dimpled  fonn. 

The  infaiU  smiled  in  sleep,  and  lo!  a  little  ardent  hand, 
Ere  (led  llic  tiinile,  had  snatcliM  a  pen  and  paper  from  the  Fland, 
And   traced   llie  cradle  and   the  babe,  as   if  by  magic  spell ; 
How  soft,  benealh  that  liny   louch,  the  fairy  features  fell. 


the  playfnl  sketch  he  bends — the  eniapiured 
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"So  liateo,  dor,  and  I  will  tell 
How  once  to  man  was  given 
An  iiutrument  ao  heavenly  sweet 
Twu  thought  it  came  from  Heaven. 

**So  daintily  its  strings  were  wrought^ 
5a  exquisitely  fine, 
A  breath  from  Him  who  made,  could  break 
The  talisman  divine. 

"  So  prompt,  too,  with  its  eloquent  tones, 
This  rare  device  they  say, 
That,  without  touch  of  human  hands, 
A  wish  could  bid  ii  jdayt 

"In  radiant  Eden  first  'twas  heard, 
Harmonious,  mild,  and  clear; 
And  at  the  sound,  each  singing-bird 
Its  warble  hush'd,  to  hear. 

"From  thence,  with  varying  melody. 
But  never  with  a  tone 
So  pure,  BO  free,  as  then  it  bad, 
It  pass'd  from  sire  to  son. 
"And  now,  in  murmurs  soft  and  low 
As  rippling  rills,  it  sang. 
And  now  with  wild,  impassion'd  flow, 
Its  clarion-music  rang! 
"  If  Love  or  Pity  tuned  the  string. 
Or  Memoiy  ask'd  its  aid, 
Sweet,  pleading  notes,  the  channdd  thing 
In  tender  cadence  play'd. 

"  ir  Anger  touch'd  the  quivering  chords 
With  trembling  hand  of  fire. 
What  demon-tunes  —  what  burning  wcrds 
Resounded  from  the  lyret 


"  Bill  oh !  when  soft  ForgivenesB  came, 
Ami  o'er  the  discord  sigh'tl, — 
II..W  like  an  angel's  lule  of  love 
That  fairy  lyre  replied ! 

"  A  iVarful  power  the  gift  possess'd, 

A   power  for  good  or  ill ; — 

Karh  passion  of  Ihe  human  hreast 

Could  sweep  the  string  at  will. 

"And  it  could  melt  to  softest  tears, 
Or  madden  into  crime, 
The  hearts  that  heard  its  thrilling  strain; 
Wild,  plain  live,  or  sublime. 

"The  oath  within  the  murderer's  heart, 
Fair  childhood's  sinless  pt«yer, 
Hope's  eager  sigh,  Affection's  vow, 
All  found  an  echo  there ! 

"  What  pity,  that  a  gift  so  rich, 
Attuned  by  love  divine, 
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"And  ihey  should  play  so  blest  ■  strain 
Upon  th'  enchanted  lyre, 
That  Heaven  would  claim  it  back  again, 
To  join  its  own  sweet  choir." 

''Keep,  keep,  my  child,  that  promise  still, 
'The  wondrous  toy*  is  thine! 
E'en  now  thy  spirit  tnned  it; — 'tis 
The  human  voice  divine! 

"  Oh !  ask  of  Heaven  to  teach  ihy  tongue 
A  true,  a  reverent  tone, — 
Full  oft  attuned  to  praise  and  prayer, 
And  still  to  vice  unknown ! 

"And  rather  be  it  mute  for  aye, 
Than  yield  its  music  sweet 
To  Malice,  Scom,  Impurity, 
To  Slander,  or  Deceit! 

"  Degrade  not  ihon  the  inHlrument 
That  God  has  given  to  thee. 
But  till  its  latest  breath  be  spent. 
La  Coiueienee  keep  the  key .'" 
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'Ormch  ii  the  kingdom  of  Heaven." 

Akd  yet  we  check  and  chide 
The  airy  angels  as  they  float  about  uS) 
With  rules  or  «o-call'd  wisdom,  till  they  grow 
The  same  lame  slaves  to  custom  and  the  world. 
And  day  by  day  the  fresh  Tmnk  soul  that  look'd 
Out  of  those  wistful  eyes,  and  smiling  play'd 
With  the  wild  roses  of  that  changing  cheek, 
84 
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Tes!    Uikc  them  first,  my  Father!     Let  my  doves 

Fold   itieir  while   winga  in  Heaven,  safe  on  ihy  breast, 

Ere  I  am  caWd  away !   I  dare  not  leave 

Their  young  hean«  here,  iheir  innocent,  thoughtless  heartt' 

Ah  !   iiow  Ilie  shadowy  train  of  future  ills 

CoTiiF!i  sweeping  down  life's  vista  as  1  gaze! 

My   May!    my  careless,  ardent-temper'd   May; 
Uly  frank  and  frolic  child!   in  whose  blue  eyes 
Will]  jciy  and  passionate  wo  altemaie  rise; 
Whose  clieek,  Ihe  morning  in  her  soul  illumes; 
Whose  liiilc,  loving  heart,  a  word,  a  glance. 
Can  sway   to  grief  or  glee ;    who  leaves  her  play, 
And  puiH  up  her  sweet  moulh  and  dimpled  arms, 
Each  momenl  for  a  kiss,  and  softly  asks. 
With  tier  clear,  flute-like  voice,  "  Do  you  love  me  ?" 
Ah  !   let  nie  slay !   ah !   let  me  still  be  by, 
r  her  and  meet  her  warm 
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or  ail  things  base  and  mean  —  ihy  quick,  keen  taste, 

Dainty  and  delicate  —  thy  instinctive  fear 

or  those  unworthy  of  a  soul  so  pure, 

Thy  nue,  unchildlike  dignity  of  mien. 

All  —  they  will  all  bring  pain  to  thee,  ray  child! 

And  oh !   if  even  their  grace  and  goodness  meet 

Cold  looks  and  careless  greeiinga,  how  will  all 

The  latent  evil  yet  undisciplined 

In  their  young,  timid  souls,  forgiveness  find  i 

Fotgiveness,  and  forbearance,  and  soft  chidings, 

Which  I  —  their  mother — leam'd  of  Love  to  give! 

Ah!   let  me  stay!  —  albeit  iny  heart  is  weary, 

Weary  and  worn,  tired  of  its  own  sad  beat. 

That  finds  no  echo  in  this  busy  world 

Which  cannot  pause  to  answer — 'tired  alike 

Of  joy  and  sorrow  —  of  the  day  and  night! 

Ah  !  take  them  first,  ray  Father!  and  then  me; 

And  for  their  sakes  —  for  their  sweet  sakes,  my  Father! 

Let  me  find  rest  beside  them,  at  thy  feet! 


THt    CHILD    PLAYING    WITH     A     WATCH, 

Abt  thou  playing  with  Time  in  thy  sweet  baby-glee? 
Will  he  pause  on  his  pinions  to  frolic  with  theei' 
Oh !   show  him  those  shadowlesx,  innocent  eyes, 
That  smile  of  bewilder'd  and  beaming  surprise; 
Let  him  look  on  that  cheek  where  thy  rich  hair  reposes, 
Where  dimples  are  playing  "bopeep"  with  the  roses; 
His  wrinkled  brow  press  with  light  kisses  and  warm, 
And  clasp  his  rough  neck  with  thy  soft  wreathing  arm. 
Perhaps  thy  bewitching  and  inrantine  sweetness 
May  win  him,  for  once,  to  delay  in  his  fleetness; 
To  pause,  ere  he  rifle,  relentless  in  flight, 
A  blossom  so  glowing  of  bloom  and  of  light 
Then,  then  would  I  keep  thee,  my  beautiful  child. 
With  thy  blue  eyes  unshadow'd,  thy  blush  undefiled; 
84*  Sa 
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Vn'hh  t)iy  innoc«nc«  only  to  gnaid  thee  from  ill, 
III  lire's  sunny  dawnin|;,  a  lilybud  ttill! 
I^ueli  on !  my  own  Ellen  t  that  voice,  which  to  me 
Uivi's  a  warning  so  solemn,  makes  music  for  thee; 
And  while  I  at  thoae  sounds  feel  the  idler's  annoy, 
'I  lii>u  licar'si  but  the  tick  of  the  pretty  gold  toy; 
TliiiM  scest  but  a  smile  on  the  brow  of  the  churl, 
Miiy  liJa  frown  never  awe  thee,  ray  own  baby-girL 
Anil  oil !   may  his  step,  as  he  wanders  with  thee, 
lA^\n  nnd  soft  as  thine  own  little  fairj'-tread  be! 
While  still  in  all  seasons,  in  atonns  and  &ir  weather, 
.May  Time  and  my  Ellen  be  playmatea  together. 


ISTEKa     OP    THE 


LBr    OF    VtROINIA. 


A  Loxc  deep  valley  —  nurow,  aJlent,  shaded 

By  lofiy  trees  —  ihe  young,  the  old,  the  seer; 
It  lies  where  footstep  seldom  has  inv«ded 

The  haunts  and  coverts  of  the  graceful  deer. 
The  silver  sound  of  a  small  fountain,  springing 

From  the  green  bosom  of  the  shaded  earth, 
With  its  blithe,  mellow  and  eternal  singing, 

Is  there  the  only  voice  that  tells  of  mirth. 

For  all  the  day  the  ringdove's  note  complaining. 

Fills  with  its  murmurs  sad  the  dusky  air; 
And  when  the  twilight  solemnly  is  waning. 

The  sullen  owl  shrieks  wildly,  harshly  there. 
The  young  fawn  starts,  as  o'er  the  fountain  bending 

To  quaff  the  water  sparkling  to  the  brim, 
He  hears  the  savage  cadence,  far  ascending 

Through  the  still  evening  air  and  forest  dim. 

The  grass  is  full  of  wild  flowers,  and  they  render 

A  fragrance,  strangely  delicate  and  fine. 
And  the  ynung  cedars,  tall,  erect  and  slender. 

Grow  wreathed  around  with  many  a  clinging  vine. 
The  purple  clusters,  'mid  the  shadows  falling. 

Invite  the  bird  to  leave  his  leafy  hall, 
And,  in  low  melodies,  you  hear  him  calling 

His  brooding  mate  to  share  his  festival. 

Vale  of  Virginia !  oh  my  spirit  tumeth 
From  crowded  cities  to  thy  deep  repose; 

And  with  a  sick  and  weary  aching,  yeameth 
To  bear  unto  thy  gluom  its  weight  of  woes, 

And  dwell  within  thy  shadows;  there  repelling 
All  worldly  forms,  all  vanities  of  earth, 


I  THK    SISTERS    OF    THE    WEST. 

I  would  Mprear  s  nicle  and  mosft-crowa'd  dwelllog, 
And  muse  aboTe  a  aolitary  hearth. 

There  wimld  I  summon  many  a  vanishM  vision, 

Arotind  my  ihreBhald  and  my  couch  to  draw; 
And  far  from  earthly  fane,  and  man's  dcKsion, 

Adore,  arcording  to  the  living  law. 
Thnre,  when  mine  eyea  had  closed  in  aleep  elemal, 

Still  would  I  wiah  to  take  my  quiet  rest, 
Shrined  in  that  aolilade  profound  and  vernal. 

The  boughs  above,  the  wild  flowera  on  my  breast 


"You  mail  make 
Tlint  lieurt  a  tomb,  anil   in  ii  bury  derp 
111  youiiK  ■Dd  banuliJul  ftielingB," 
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Sprrad,  O  spread  above  that  lomb 

A  pal]  of  purple  piide, 
To  veil  ihe  darkness  and  ihe  gloom 

That  'nealh  iia  folda  abide. 
Bear  thee  gaily  in  the  dance, 

And  proudly  in  the  hail^ 
I  charge  thee,  let  no  eye  behold 

What  moulders  >neath  that  pall. 

It  is  thus  that  I  have  done, 

For  such  hath  been  my  doom ; 
Hy  heart  was  once  a  liery  shrine, 

And  now  it  is — a  tomb! 
Hy  heart  was  once  a  storm-swept  sea. 

And  now  it  is  that  lake. 
O'er  whose  dead  sur&ce  tempests  rush, 

Nor  bid  its  waters  wake. 

Tet  the  ghosts  of  those  dead  thoughts, 

Those  buried  hopes  and  fears, 
They  rise  al  times  across  the  soul, 

Kecalling  vanish'd  years  : 
They  float  in  dim  and  pale  array, 

Those  phantoms  of  the  past; 
They  freeze  my  blood  —  ihey  chill  my  brain, 

As  with  an  Iceland  blast 

Oh '.  the  spectres  of  the  soul. 

How  fearfully  they  rise ; 
Each  looking  from  its  fleecy  shroud 

With  cold,  clear  spirit  eyes. 
How  chill  a  print  their  icy  feet 

Leave  on  the  burning  brain ; 
How  bleak  a  shadow  do  they  cast. 

That  dim  and  awful  train. 
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Back  lu  your  cells,  ye  fleeting  things, 

I  do  command  ye,  back! 
Obey  the  sceptre  of  despair, 

Retrace  your  ghostly  track. 
Back  ii>  your  lomb  where  ye  were  pent, 

Like  [he  frail  nuns  of  old, 
Ere  yet  (he  grief  that  was  your  life 

Wus  waxing  faint  and  cold. 


HB    rALACKI 


>r    ARABT, 


"Oh,  the  h««n, 
Tevi  vivid  in  iu  lightened  ene^iet, 
May  rud  tu  late  in  (unnf  Arabyl 

Hiiu'  Uvea  ill  ti^nuiy  in  escli  caiiem  tale  — 
Ijrnnili  of  apjcei,  and  in  grorei  of  Imlm  — 


Tht-p 


villi  BDil  burninK  wildeiueu." 


The  Paliii-ps  of  Araby  !  liow  beautiful  they  wei 
Reariiij^  ibi'ir  L'iik!en  pinnacles  unto  the  sunny  a 
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And  the  gleaming  of  uncounted  gems,  and  the  blaze  of  odorous 

ligh^ 
Streamed  down  from  every  fretted  dome,  magnificently  bright. 

I  see  them  now,  ^  so  fancy  deems,'^  those  bright  Arabian  girls, 

Binding,  with  glittering  gems  and  flowers,  their  dark  and  flow- 
ing curls, 

Or  sweeping,  with  their  long,  rich  robes,  throughout  those 
marble  halls, 

Or  holding,  in  their  rose-clad  bowers,  gay,  gorgeous  festivals. 

I  see  them  now,  ^so  fancy  deems,"  those  warriors  high  and 

bold. 
Draining  their  draughts  of  ruby  wine   from   cups   of  massive 

gold, 
Or  dashing  on  their  battle  steeds,  like  meteors,  to  the  war. 
With    the   dazzling  gleam   of  helm   and   shield   and  jewelled 

scimitar. 

That  dream  hath  fled,  that  pageant  passM  —  unreal  things  and 

vain, 
Why  rise  ye  up  so  vividly,  so  brightly,  to  my  brain  .^ 
The  desert  hath  no  palaces,  the  sands  no  fountain  stream. 
And   the   brave  and  beautiful   are   frail   and   shadowy  as   my 

dream. 

The  Palaces  of  Araby!  oh,  there  is  not  a  stone 

To  mark  the  splendour  and   the  pride,  for  ever  crushed  and 

gone; 
The  lonely  traveller  heara   no  more  the  sound   of  harp  and 

lute. 
And  the  fountain  voices,  glad  and  clear,  for  evermore  are  mute. 

Lost  Araby!  lost  Araby!  the  world's  extinguishM  light, 
Thou  liest  dark  and  desolate,  a  thing  of  shame  and  blight ; 
Rome  hath  her  lofty  ruins  yet  —  Greece  smiles  amid  her  tears; 
In  thee  alone  we  find  no  trace,  no  wreck,  of  other  yeara. 
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Brnv  her  wilh  her  shining  hair 

Around  her  streaming  bright; 
Bvirj-  her  with  thosf  locks  so  rare 

Enrobing  her  in  light. 
As  »ainis,  who  in  iheir  native  sky 

Tlieir  gohlen  haloes  wear, 
Around  her  forehead,  pure  and  high, 

Enwreathe  her  shining  hair. 

She  was  too  frail  on  earth  to  stay, 

I  never  saw  a  face 
Oji  which,  of  premature  decay 

Was  set  so  plain  a  trace. 
She   was   too  pure   to  linger  here, 

Amid   the  homes   of  earth  ; 
Her  spirit  in  another  sphere 

Had  its  immortal  birth. 
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We  would  not  bring  her  back  to  life, 

With  word,  or  rharm,  or  sign  — 
Nor  yet  recall  lo  scenes  o(  strife 

A  creature  all  divine. 
We  would  not  even  ask  to  shred 

One  tress  of  golden  gleam. 
That  o'er  that  fair  and  perfect  head 

Sheds  a  refulgent  beam. 

Ho!  —  lay  her  with  her  ahining  hair 

Around  her  flowing  bright; 
We  would  not  keep,  of  one  so  rare, 

Memorials  in  our  sight. 
Too  harsh  a  shade  would  iieem  to  lie 

On  all  things  here  beneath, 
If  we  beheld  one  token  by, 

Of  her  who  sleeps  in  death. 


MARIA  LOWELL. 


HAaii  yfuttK,  the  dnughter  of  an  opulent  citizen  of  Watertown, 
Huaehiisptt?,  in  1844  was  niBrried  to  Jamei  Ruasell  Lowell ;  and  for 
ber  geniua,  taste,  and  many  admirable  personal  qualities,  she  is  worthy 
to  be  the  wife  of  that  fine  pnet  and  true-hearted  man.  9he  has  pub- 
lished sevprsl  elegant  translations  from  the  German,  and  a  lar^e  num> 
ber  nf  original  poems  of  the  imagination,  some  of  which  illustiate 
questions  of  morals  and  humanity.  Some  of  her  most  beautiful  poems 
are  written  in  hehalf  of  Abolition,  a  cause  which  she  and  her  hus- 
band aid  very  ellicienti/  by  their  zealous  eloquence. 
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Marv,  the  mother  good  and  mild, 
Went  forth  one  aummer's  day, 

Tlial  Jesus  and   his  comraijea  all 
111  meadows  green  mi^ht  play. 

To  find  the  brighteal,  freshest  Rowers, 
They   search  the  meadows  round, 

Thn  twined  them  all  into  a  wreath, 
Anil  little  Jesus  crown'd. 


^Ve; 


ivilh  play,  they  came  at  lul 

!at  at  .Mary's  feet, 

esua  asli'd   his  molher  dear 
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And  how  he  bore  her  in  his  arms 

Up  to  the  blue  so  far, 
And  how  he  laid  her  fast  asleep, 

Down  in  a  silver  star. 

llie  children  sit  at  Mary's  feet, 

But  not  a  word  they  say, 
So  busily  their  Ungers  work 

To  mould  the  birds  of  clay. 

But  now  the  clay  that  Jesus  held. 

And  turnM  unto  the  light, 
And  moulded  with  a  patient  touch, 

Changed  to  a  perfect  white. 

And  slowly  grew  within  his  hands 

A  fair  and  gentle  dove, 
Whose  eyes  unclose,  whose  wings  unfold 

Beneath  his  look  of  love. 

The  children  drop  tlieir  birds  of  clay. 

And  by  his  side  they  stand, 
To  look  upon  the  wondrous  dove 

He  holds  within  his  hand. 

And  when  he  bends  and  softly  breathes. 

Wide  are  the  wings  outspread; 
And  when  he  bends  and  breathes  again, 

It  hovers  round  his  head. 

Slowly  it  rises  in  the  air 

Before  their  eager  eyes. 
And,  with  a  white  and  steady  wing. 

Higher  and  higher  flies. 

The  children  all  stretch  forth  their  arms 

As  if  to  draw  it  down : 
^Dear  Jesus  made  the  little  dove 

From  out  the  clay  so  brown  — 
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'■Caiiat   ihou  nol  live  wilh  us  below, 

Tliou  little  dove  of  day, 
Azid  lei  us  hold  ihee  in  our  hands, 

And  feed  ibee  e»ery  day  ? 

"The  little  dove  it  heara  us  not, 

But  higher  siill  doth  fly; 
It  could  nol  live  with  us  below^ 

Ila  home  is  ia  the  aky." 

Mary,  who  silently  saw  all  — 
That  mother  true  and  mild  — 

Folded  her  hands  upon  her  bressl, 
And  kneel'd  before  her  child. 


Oh,  Bird,  thou  dartesl  to  the  sun 

rtiing  beama  first  spring, 


MARIA     LOWELL. 

Oh,  Clouds,  ye  liltle  lender  sheep. 

Pastured  in  fields  of  blue, 
Whde  moon  and  siara  your  fold  can  keep 

And  gently  shepherd  you  — 
Let  me,  too,  follow  in  the  train 

Thai  flocks  across  the  night, 
Or  lingers  on  the  open  plain 

With  new-waah'd  fleeces  white. 

Oh,  singing  Winds,  that  wander  far, 

Tel  always  seem  al  home, 
And  freely  play  'twixt  star  and  star 

Along  the  bending  dome — 
I  often  listen  to  your  song, 

Tet  never  hear  you  say 
On!  word  of  all  the  happy  worlds 

Thai  shine  so  far  away. 

For  ihey  are  free,  ye  all  are  free  — 

And  Bird,  and  Dew,  and  Light, 
Can  dart  upon  ihe  azure  sea. 

And  leave  roe  to  my  nighi. 
Oh,  would  like  theirs  had  been  my  birlh: 

Tlien  1,  without  a  sigh, 
Might  sleep  this  night  through  on  liie  earth, 

To  waken  in  the  sky. 


Wb  wreathed  about  our  darling's  h 
The  roorning-glory  bright; 

Her  little  face  took'd  out  beneath, 
So  full  of  life  and  light, 

So  lit  as  with  a  sunrise, 
That  we  could  only  say, 

as- 
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"■  Slir  is  ihe  morning-glory  Inie, 
And  lier  poor  types  are  they." 

So  alisays  from  that  happy  lime 
We  rall'd  her  by   iheir  name, 

And  very  filling  did  il  seem  — 


Bdiiiid  her  cradle  bars  she  smiled 

To  caich  the  first  faint  ray. 
As  rri-iiii  the  trellis  smiles  the  flower 

And   opens  Ui  the  day. 

But  not  so  beautiful  ihey  rear 

Their  airy  cups  of  blue, 
As  lurn'd  her  sweet  eyes  to  the  light, 

Hrimm'd  with  sleep's  lender  dew; 
Anil  not  so  close  their  tendrils  fine 

Itiiund  their  supports  are  thrown. 
As  iliose  dear  arms  whose  ouisirelch'd  plea 

CInsp'd  all  hearts  (u  her 
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The  moming-^lory'H  bloseoming 

Will  soon  be  coming  round: 
We  see  their  rows  of  heart-ihaped  leavea 

Upapringing  from  the  ground; 
The  tender  things  ihe  winter  fcUI'd 

Renew  again  their  birth, 
But  the  glory  of  our  morning 

Has  pass'd  away  from  e^rth. 

Oh,  Earth!  in  vain  our  aching  eyes 

Stretch  over  thy  green  plain ! 
Too  harsh  thy  dews,  too  gross  thine  air, 

Her  spirit  to  ausuin : 
But  up  in  groves  of  parsdiBe 

Full  surely  we  shall  see 
Our  morning-glory  beautiful 

Twine  round  our  dear  Lord's  knee. 
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STHrATHT. 


Comb  thou  with  me — thy  clasped  hand  in  mine- 
Til  tell  thee  o'er  the  story  of  thy  heart; 

1 11  tell  thee  how  my  spirit  springs  to  thine, 
111  bid  the  shadows  from  thy  brow  deport 
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All!   c;irii(-Mly  I've  mark'd  ihee  day  by  day, 
Atiil  CUT  <hiy  by  day  wilh  saddening  thought; 

I've  scfii  iliy  [nirest  feelings  thrown  away, 

Ami  iiMiirri'il  ihe  inward  woe  such  waste  hath  wroaght 

Lifi''^  riiviiiir'il  child,  Tor  ever  round  ihee  Bpring 
Iminoriiil  (lowers  of  love  and  beauty  rare; 

Ami  still  till'  i[irense  they  around  thee  fling 

Oiuriiis  iiui  thy  aenses  froni  ^eir  spell  of  can, — 

Lur<"  n»l  lliy  spirit  from  its  wayward  dreams, 
lii'^iiiles  lliee  not   the   livelong,  dreary  day, 

Auakps   llici'   nut  to  bless   the  auniiy  beams 

Tliiii   fuiti   would  light  tliee  im  thy   wenry  way! 

Thrill   ^i^hest  slill  for  sonielhing  not  ttiine  own, 
Some  prcrioua  thing  that  ever  morks  thy  sigh, 

Sutlie  phaiiiiim  form  of  love,  that  long  hath  flown 
Abiin.'.,  Iif-yond,  thy  watchful,  eager  eye. 
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IflOHT    OF    rRATBK 


Til  night!  and  weary  eyes  in  slumber  closing. 
Woo  the  soft  presence  of  ethereal  dreams  : 

T  is  night !   from  restless  thought  and  toil  reposlDg, 
The  land  in  silence  lies,  til!  morning  beams. 

Far  up  the  mountain's  rugged  sleep  ascending, 
One  only  watcher  sleepeth  not  for  care ; 

Tet  angels  from  their  starry  thrones  are  bending, 
With  pausing  harps;   for  lo!   Hb  kneels  in  prayer. 

The  night  dews  coldly  on  His  form  are  falling, 
Rudely  the  winds  those  sacred  temples  smite : 

But  still  lone  echo  hears  dim  sadly  calling 
With  voice  importunate  to  God  all  night 

What  mighty  iheme  his  secret  thought  engaging, 
Detains  the  "Man  of  sorrows"  humbly  there! 

What  fearful  woe,  His  anxious  soul  presaging, 
Would  he  aven  with  breath  of  pleading  prayer  ? 

Ah !   for  His  Church,  the  Sinless  One  beseecheib ; 

His  Church,  that  trembling  'mid  her  hopes  and  fears, 
He  sees,  with  prescient  gaze  that  onward  reacheth 

Through  the  long  vista  of  time-shadow'd  years. 

Amid  the  wilderness,  he  marks  her  failing. 
Her  steps  by  tierce  temptation  led  aside ; 

Her  robes  of  light,  her  glorious  garments  trailing 
O'er  paths  unmeet  for  the  Eternal  Bride. 

And  He  would  shield  her  in  her  trial  hour. 

Would  keep  her  drooping  children  from  despair; 

Would  give  her  strength  to  guard  her  priceless  dower 
Of  faith  and  love  —  her  martyr's  crown  lo  wear. 
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Thou,  on  whose  heart,  wild  wavei  of  Borrow  beating. 
Would  seem  to  whelm  wiih  darknesB  oil  lliy  life. 

Think,  uhen  with  joy,  ibou  seeal  them  back  reirfaiing, 
Ii  was  iliy  Saviour's  prayer  that  hushM  their  sirife. 

Tlum  loo,  upon  whose  pathway  ever  blending 
Are  light  and  beauty,  blessing  thee  alway  ; 

Think,  on  His  heart  He  bore  ihee  when  ascending 
Tliat  lonely  mountain,  where  He  knelt  to  ptay. 

Oil !    think  oi  Him,  the  while  thy  vigils  number 
Srari-e  one  brief  hour,   passing  90  soon  away  \ 

Ami   niiise  ihy  spirit  from  its  dvenmy   slumber, 
Like  him,  unccaaingly  to  "watch  and  pray." 
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THB    DAOOHTER    OY    THE     BLIND. 

Mr  &ther  dear!  'lii  sweet  to  me 

These  calm,  tod  evening  hours, 
Thus,  with  your  hand  in  mine,  to  be 

Among  my  gentle  flowers. 
I've  planted  such  as  you  can  love, — 

Not  things  of  flaunting  bloom. 
But  such  as  seem  to  haTc  a  soul 

That  speaks  through  their  perfume;  — 
The  th)m)e  thai  sheds  its  fragrance  o'er 

The  foot  by  which  'lis  trod, — 
An  emblem  of  God's  toved,  the  meek, 

Who  kiss  the  smiting  rod ; 
And  jasmines  sweet,  which  sweeter  breathe 

The  lower  sinks  the  sun. 
Like  the  true  heart  which  fonder  grows 

As  sorrow's  night  comes  on! 

Though,  with  their  glorious  poesy. 

The  stars  to  you  are  dim. 
Does  not  each  wind  that  wafts  about 

Speak  to  you  in  a  hj'mn  i 
The  very  breeze  to  which  I  give 

This  breath,  may  but  to-day, 
Have  linger'd  in  memorial  fiines 

Of  ages  passed  away ; 
From  the  lone  mart  of  vanished  men 

The  desert's  sands  have  rolPd, 
And  Btirr'd  the  ivy  where  the  lay 

Of  chivalry  was  troll'd;  — 
Oh!  while  a  thoui<and  themes  they  bring 

Of  temple,  tower  and  tomb, 
One  tiird  like  thou  with  lofty  iove 

Sure  cannot  live  in  gloom! 
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And  when  with  snows  our  walks  are  spread, 

From  Millon'a  deaihleHs  pa^e 
I'll  rrad  the  visions  seraphs  broughi 

Til  dieer  his  fighllptus  age: 
I'll  ri'ad  of  pagcadl's  proud  whieli  flash'i] 

Through   Homer's  dnwnlesa   night, 
Ami   bihiil  old  Ossian's  fsiicies  Traiight 

Wiih  shadowy  forma  of  might ; 
Anil  while  my  voice  ie  sweel  lo  you. 

And  veil'd  my  form  and  fare, 
l"ll  smile  that  nature  holds  from  me 

IhT  gifts  of  bloom  and  grace; 
Ki>r  llic  vain  world  heeds  nnl  the  one 

Thai  lacks  such  things  of  pride, 
Anil   will   not  bring  its  tempting  wiles 

To  hire  me  from  jour  side! 

^M 

Wild  spirit  of  the  aiorm,  who  rid'st  the  hlaat, 

And  in  the  growling  thunder  apeak'si  thy  rage, 
Would  I  could  soar  with  ihee ! 
Un lamed,  unfetter'd,  roaming  through  the  vast 

Expanse  of  universe  from  age  to  age, 
'Tis  thine,  thine!  to  be  free! 
Tis  mine,  to  lie,  and  grorel  in  the  dust, 

And  wander  at  thy  might, 
And  in  admiring  amazement  lost. 

To  tremble  at  the  terrors  of  thy  fearful  night 

But  no!  with  thee  my  spirit  longs  to  rise, 

It  dnch  not  tremble.  —  Genius  of  ihe  storm! 
Thou  art  but  lamelesi,  wild, 
As  I  would  be,  could  I  enfranchise 

My  chain'd  being,— cast  off  the  grovelling  wonn- 
Nature's  untamed  storm-child. 
With  thee  the  whirlwind  in  its  might  I'd  ride, 

Revel  in  the  howling  blast, 
Play  with  the  forL'd  lightnings,  and  deride 

The  timorous  world,  by  Ihee  with  weary  fears  han 

Borne  on  the  hurricane's  extended  wing. 

And  in  the  whirlwind  sweeping  over  earth  — 
Then  in  the  billowy  deep. 
To  wake  the  voice  of  Discord,  mastering 

The  ocean's  stillness,  to  riot  giving  birth 
In  those  still  caves,  where  sleep 
In  silent  majesty  is  wont  to  reign, 

Would  I  could  roam  with  thee! 
The  throbbing  wish  bounds  in  my  every  vein, 

Wild  spirit  of  the  storm !  like  thee,  I  woidd  be  I 
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Wliche  ihe  sunbeam  ^ianeeih  brighteel. 

There,  tny  love,   1   think  on   thee. 
VVIicre  Ihe  summer  breeze  is  lightest, 

Still  of  thee,  and  only  tbce. 
WliiTC  the  gently  murmuring  slreain 
Lulls  to  BofV  and  placid  dream, 
Who  for  ever  lingers  near  me? 
Who  but  thee,  love  f  only  thee ! 


Ami  if  Tear,  or  dark  misgiving. 
Hover  round  with  evening's  glo( 

Fanoy's  tissues  darfdy  weaving, 
Traring  sorrows  yel  to  come; 

Siili,  one  shadow  lingering  near, 

Evi'ti  scenes  like  these  are  dear. 
I  the  angel  hot 
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THE  ELECTOR  OF  8AXONT  AT  AUOSBURO. 

The  first  faint  light  of  early  day 

Rested  on  vale  and  hill, 
Touched  the  old  towers  and  turrets  gray, 

But  Augsburg  slumbered  still. 
Its  silent  streets  gave  back  no  sound, 

Save  some  lone  passer^s  tread, 
Some  peasant  to  his  labour  bound, 

Some  watcher  o'er  the  dead. 
Courtier  and  prince  in  deep  repose 
*  Forgot  each  toil  and  care, 
Tet  from  one  quiet  chamber  rose 

The  voice  of  early  prayer. 
His  princely  robes  aside  were  thrown. 

His  sword  unsheathed  lay. 
Where  an  old  warrior  bent  him  down 

In  solitude  to  pray. 
The  long,  thin  locks  of  hoary  years 

Hung  round  his  noble  brow. 
While  from  his  aged  eyes  the  tears 

Fell  all  unheeded  now. 


*  D*Aubign^*i  History  of  the  Reformation.— Vol.  iv. 
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Nm  lor  his  thraten'd  atate  and  crown 

Did  iliey  in  sUence  flow, 

No  sfllisli  fear  that  spirit  bonnd 

or  royal,  crafty  foe. 

T  WBS  for  the  holy  ark  of  God 

He  wept  and  wrestled  there, 

Woulil   guard   it  from  each  snare. 

The  rn^y   liglii  fell   on   his  form. 

Tlie  soft  breeze  stirr'd  his  hair. 

Anil  ppare  from  heaven  was  genlly  borne, 

hi  answer  to  that  prayer. 

His  soul  grew  calm  with  faith  and  love, 

Mis   eye  with  fervour  bright  — 

The  strength   that  comelh   from  above 

IhJ  nerved  him  for  the  fight. 

He  .-^.11  amid  that  litde  band 

Of  uoble  Christian  men, 

Atiil  seized  with  eager  joyful  hand 

Tlic   iruth-confessing  pen. 
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Thou  brave  old  man?  where'er  thou  art, 

'Mid  courts  at  princely  board, 
How  beautiful !     How  true  in  heart ! 

Thou  servant  of  the  Lord ! 
Thou  veteran  in  that  glorious  fight 

For  Christ,  for  heaven,  for  truth, 
Faith  gave  thine  aged  arm  the  might 

Of  strong,  undaunted  youth. 
First  in  that  band,  the  noble  few. 

Thou  stood'st  with  bearing  high, 
**  I  must  confess  my  Saviour  too !" 

Thy  watchword  and  thy  cry. 
No  wish  for  honour,  praise,  or  fame, 

Glow'd  in  thine  aged  breast, 
Tet  never  shone  more  honoured  name 

On  proud,  imperial  crest. 
And  long  when  his  who  triumphed  there 

Has  passM  from  mortal  sight. 
Thine  yet  shall  live  more  radiant  far. 

Engraved  with  heaven's  own  light! 


»^^^^^^»MMMW^M^^^>M»^^^rf^^^^<^^^rfM» 
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rHE    TIME    TO 


DIE? 


1  A^KED  a  glad  and  happy  child, 

Whose  hands  were  lill'd  with  flowera, 
Whase  BiWery  laugh  rang  free  and  wild, 

Among  ihe  vine-wreaihed  bowers, 
I  rniss^d  her  sunny  path,  and  cried, 

'When  is  ihe  lime  lo  dief 
'  Nui  yei!   noi  yet!'   the  child  replied, 

And  Bwjftly  bounded  by. 
I  ask'd  a  maiden,  back  she  flung 

The  tresses  of  her  hair; 
A  wliisper'd  nEune  was  on  her  tongue, 

Whose  memory  hover'd  there. 
A  fliif'h  pttssM  o'er  her  lily  brow, 

I  caught  her  spirits  sigh ; 
■Ni>i  now,'  she  cried,  '0  no,  not  »owf 
?  to  die.' 


I  queation'd  Age ;   for  htm,  ihe  tomb 

Had  long  been  all  prepared, 
Bui  death,  who  withers  youth  and  bloom, 

Thia  man  of  years  had  spared. 
Once  more  his  nature's  dying  Gre 

Flash'd  high,  as  thus  he  cried, 
^  t^ft,  only  life  is  my  desire  T 

Then  gasp'd,  and  groanM,  tmd  died. 

I  ask'd  a  Christian — 'anawer  ihou 

When  is  the  hour  of  death  ;* 
A  holy  calm  was  on  his  brow, 

And  peaceful  was  his  breath; 
And  sweetly  o'er  his  features  stole 

A  smile,  a  light  divine ; 
He  spake  the  language  of  his  soul, 

'  My  MagUr'a  time  u  mme  ." 

TUa    GRBBNWOOD    DKPTEia. 

0!   the  greenwood  deplhs  are  beautiful, 

When  the  tall  and  stalely  trees, 
In  the  summer's  radiant  foliage  ctad, 

Are  swayM  by  the  passing  breeze. 

I  love  them  heat  in  the  evening  hour, 
When  the  silver  moon  pour*  down 

A  flood  of  light,  from  her  censer  bright. 
On  the  shadowy  forest's  crown. 

The  soft  breeze  moans  thro*  the  rustling  trees, 

And  the  silvery  brook  afar, 
With  a  glad,  clear  tune,  like  a  bird's  in  June, 

Leaps  on  where  the  rushes  are. 

The  cricket  chirps  in  the  old  stone  wall, 
Where  the  velvet  mosses  grow. 


To  gladden  its  depi 

Some  pass  me  by  on  i 
Through  the  irackle? 

And  some  repose  on  i\ 
Their  couch  in  its  b 

Some  hide  in  the  twisu 
Of  the  lofty  oak  or  ] 

And  some  in  the  bark  « 
Which  the  iyy  tendn 

And  the  answering  echo 
Go  forth  at  each  joyo 

Which  the  humblest,  tin 
In  a  language  all  its  c 

O?  greenwood  depths!  i 
In  the  summer  evening 

And  this  wondering  soul 
With  a  strange  enchant 

Nay,  tell  me  not  of  the 

They  are  solitude  to  n 
And  the  sweetest  noiAA  ni 
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Hisa  Read  was  bom  at  Junaica  Plains,  near  Boston.  Her  &ther, 
who  died  when  she  waa  very  young,  was  a  bookseller  ami  publisher, 
and  a  man  of  much  intelligence  and  refined  tute.  Her  mother'^  father 
was  an  officer  in  the  British  army,  and  dislin^iished  himself  at  the  battle 
of  Camden  in  tlie  Revolutionary  war,  where  his  ^llantry  lurned  the 
tide  of  succesB  from  the  American  to  the  British  side,  tor  which  he  rf>- 
ceived  the  tlianlta  of  Lnrd  Rawdon  at  the  head  of  the  troops.  The 
&mi1y  were  of  Irish  extraction,  and  came  to  this  coimtry  during  the 
disturbances  in  Ireland  under  Cromwell. 

1  jdy  Morgan,  in  her  notes  to  The  Wild  Irish  Girl,  snyi  that  the  last 
of  the  true  Iri-h  banU  of  thoae  wIk>  were  poela  and  harpers  was  a  Fan- 
ning.    A  predilection  for  war  and  song'  has  run  throu<;b  the  race. 

Him  Read's  parents  were  both  very  desirous  that  their  daughter 
■bmild  be  a  literary  woman ;  and  nature  seemed  to  second  tlieir  views. 
At  tbar  years  of  age  she  had  read  Guy  Minnering,  at  five  had  made 
good  progress  in  the  study  of  Latin,  and  at  eight  showed  a  decided  taste 
for  poetry.  On  her  mother's  removal  to  B>«ton,  she  was  placed  at 
•chool  under  the  charge  ofMr.  E.  Bailey,  but  did  not  remain  there  long 
on  accu«int  of  ill  health.  She  then  went  to  Washington  lo  gain  strength, 
and  as  her  uncle.  Colonel  Fanning;,  had  been  recently  niarried,  she  and 
her  mother  became  members  of  his  household.  They  tlien  lived  the 
life  of  soldiers,  changing  from  one  military  post  to  another,  until  the 
trtiquency  of  these  changes  made  them  anxiuue  fur  a  more  permanent 
home,  and  they  again  went  to  Washington,  llure,  and  at  a  neighbour- 
ing village  in  Maryland,  they  resided  until  the  death  of  Colonel  Fan- 
ning, which  occurred  two  years  since.     Tliey  now  live  in  New  YorL 

In  October,  1847,  Miaa  Read  published  a  volume  of  Dramalie  Pormi  t 
Mtitv,  Erminia,  and  The  Neie  Wurtd.  They  are  written  with  claMic 
taste,  and  a  masculine  strength  of  expr(»aion.  In  February,  18U,  xlie 
madeherdebbt  as  an  actress  at  Uie  Biuton  theatre;  since  wliich  she  has 
performed  an  engagement  at  Wadhingtun.  As  the  critics  in  botli  citie* 
have  pronounced  that  she  lias  the  materiel  requisite  Rir  the  stage,  idic 
bos  determined  to  improve  and  develops  her  histrionic  talent. 
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(r>DK     «ID£*.) 

y  life  J  and  aiiouLd  not  I  give  all 
rCK  which  the  gods  have  granted  i 
i  sacred  and  iny»terious  flame  ? 


E'en  ir  the  flame  should 
Ami.  'mid   htr  riles, 


nt,  with  tyrant  power, 
the  priestesa  P 


Ay, 

To  ktc'p  ihe  flame  undying  I  would  yield 
My  life  railicr  than  live  to  see  it  wane, 
Expire,  and  leave  my  heart  lo  dark  despair ! 
G<>d:<.  e'er   I  know   ihe  agony  lo  lire 
Unlovni  of  him   who  sways  my  every  thought, 
O,  siialcli   my  life,  and   I  will  bless   the  stroke  ! 
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MEDB«. 

So  JaaoD  read  it  in  Medea's  heart, 
And  feel  it  in  hia  own,  I  care  not,  though 
The  god  to  Lethe'a  warea  conaign  hia  ahaAa, 
And  leave  the  world  to  friendahip'a  calmer  reign. 
{Enter  Jamm.) 

What,  doth  Hedea  ask  for  Friendahip'd  reign  i 

Not  while  Loto'b  flame  ■urrivoa  in  Jason's  breasL 

If  lliat  expire? 

Elxpire!    The  goda  forbid! 

JASON. 

Tftfi  start  not  at  a  jest ! 

MEDBA. 

Will  my  lord  jest 
On  such  a  theme  ?     As  well  mi^tst  thou  lay  bare 
This  heart,  thine  altar,  tear  ii  from  iu  place, 
And  cast  it  quivering  from  ihy  grasp  to  earth, 
As  jest  thua  of  a  lie  to  me  so  dear, 
So  sacred,  thai  in  sever  it  would  be 
To  loose  each  liurnaa  feeling  from  my  breast, 
To  make  me  desperate,  ouicast  from  my  kind. 
Hating  myself,  the  world,  and  thee.' 

JASON. 

Even  so!  [Atide. 

Thou  paint'st  a  Fury's  not  a  woman's  love! 
But  let  not  fancy  torture  thee;  the  world 
Hath  real  ills  enough. 

MCDEA. 

But  not  for  me  ! 
I  dread, —  I  know  no  ill  when  thou  art  by. 
Exile  and  want,  disgrace,  the  hate  of  men, 
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Aii<]  H'n<ili  i>f  gi»\9,  I  rould  endure,  nor  waste 
A  carp  vn  llicm,  so  Jaion  lived  and  loved! 

j«son. 
Tliy  iicinl   ltfinorne  is  busy  al  my  h(«rL 
Clin  I  iii^ln  inspire  aurh  love,  or  lives 
A  u'oinan,  save  .Medea,  in  whose  soul 
A  jKissiori  arik'til,  pure,  as  this  can  bum? 

MEDIA. 

.My  lord,  why  on  this  day  is  thy  brow  Bad? 

JASON. 

.Men  "ft  )iavc  cares  which  women  need  not  share. 

MBDBA. 
llalli  .hi'^oii  earns  Medea  cannot  share? 
Ah  I  .'•iniiii.'c  and  heavy  should  that  sorrow  be 
Which  chiii'ls  ihy  hcitrt  from  mine. 
Why  M|icak'fl[  thou  not  ?     Since  first  our  fates  were 
KcVr  h.t*(   ilidii  known   a   care  or  braved  a  toil 
Which   bv   mv  love  has  not   been  lighter  made, 
h'd   by 


[SsitU.] 
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Not  long 
Wilt  thou  remain  ia  iguorance. 

HKDK*. 

I  felt 
Thou  couldst  not  long  exclude  me  from  thy  heert. 
Why  doee  the  darkness  deepen  on  thy  brow? 
Than  'rt  ill !     Thou  canst  aot  hide  it  from  thy  wife,— 
From  her,  who,  taught  by  love,  reads  in  thy  glance 
Each  shade  of  joy  and  pain.     Surely  thou  *rt  ill! 

Not  ill,  Medea,  not  oppress'd  with  cares 
Beyond  my  own  poor  skill  to  oTercome. 
Content  thee,  thou  mistak'st. 

1  am  content, 
If  for  Medea's  sake  thon  It  clear  thy  brow, 
And  greet  this  day  with  smiles. 

And  why  this  day? 

HEDBA. 

Is  Jason's  heart  so  changed,  that  he  forgets 
The  day  which  once  he  hail'd  with  fondest  joy  ? 
If  thou  forgelt'et,  ah !  why  should  I  remember 
That  on  this  day  I  fled  my  native  shores, — 
My  father's  court,  where  I  was  as  a  queen, — 
Len  all  for  Love,  and  in  his  smile  found  all? 

M  kdba's  rbtkkok. 

HKDEA. 

ViiroxAifcx  hath  had  her  perfect  rites!     Now,  now, 
Welcome,  ye  hounds  of  Corinth!  —  for  I  hear 
Tour  distant  voices  clamouring  for  the  prey, — 
Welcome!     A  woman's  and  a  mother's  hand 

ar  So 
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From  ymir  expectant  gnsp  hath  anatch'd  the  Tictiins! 
Ill  liorrid  safety  lay  the  oew-dedged  eaglets, 
\Vh<i»e  eyex,  juBl  train'd  to  meet  the  sun's  fierce  glsnce, 
KHcntlesB  faie  hath  sealed  in  death.     Death! — death!— 
Uiiratliomalile  mystery !  my  lips 
t^pcak  thy  faciiiliar  name,  and  yet  my  soul 
Itdicls  afTBhiat  thy  power.     Within  my  hand, 
Kt'iirlcsB,  iinraliering,  I  hold  the  knife, 
Sicrii  nitnfss  of  thy  doings, — near  me  lie, 
liispnsiblc  to  hope  or  fear,  the  sons 
So  loved,  go  worshipp'd,  —  bnt  my  heart  feels  not 
Thy  presence,  risible,  palpable,  though  it  be. 
Yitr  in  the  mirror  of  fast-flowing  tean 
Ininginalion  paints  my  children's  forms; 
The  music  nf  their  Toices  fills  my  ear. 
F.iirhanlmeiit  of  as  strong,  as  blinding  power 
as  a  mother's  lore, 

lor  liell  can  boast! 

hand,  nerved  by  infernftl  rage, 
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Beneath  the  burden  of  Life>  guilt  and  woe, 

And  peace  to  me,  who  in  this  nMible  atillnese 

Behold  Heaven'i  deareat  boon.     And  now  one  glance, 

One  last  embrace,  —  the  last  on  earth '.     The  roee 

Hath  scarce  yet  hded  from  your  lips,  my  sons, 

The  smile  slill  lingers  there,  as  life  were  loath 

To  part  from  shrines  so  fair.     Had  ye  awaked, 

As  with  despair's  fell  strength  your  wretched  mother 

Grasp'd  the  dire  steel,  could  I  have  done  this  deed? 

No,  by  the  gods !     The  heart  once  taak'd  to  the  boiinda 

Of  Nature's  great  endurance,  oh  a  word 

May  strike  with  sudden  force  the  quivering  chord, 

And  free  the  wearied  souL    Deroted  babes, 

Had  sleep  released  you  from  its  bonds,  one  glance 

Had  been  Apollo's  mesaenger;  my  heart 

Had  burst  beneath  its  power,  and  ye  had  lived, — 

To  glut  Corinthian  rage.     I  thank  the  gods 

It  is  not  so!    Upon  your  cheeks  the  icy  chill  of  death 

Thrills  through  my  veins ;^'tia  well, —  I  should  he  alem; 

For  one  task  remains,  and  then  —  to  rest! 

The  step  I  watch  for  comes.     Vengeance,  instruct  me 

To  leach  his  heart  some  knowledge  of  the  pangs 

Which  rend  my  own ! 


ANNA  CORA  MOWATT. 

Has.  HowATT  ii  a  native  of  Bordeaux  in  France,  where  ihe  spent 
the  first  six  yean  of  her  life.  Her  father  was  the  late  Samuel  Gover- 
near  Ogden,  of  New  Jersey.  She  was  married  at  the  early  age  of 
fifteen  to  Hr.  Mowatt  of  New  Vork.  Two  years  after,  she  published 
anoaymoualy  ■  poetical  romance  in  fire  cantoi,  Ibunded  on  the  his- 
tory of  the  first  king  of  Asturias.  A  satirical  poem,  diiipUying  much 
taJent  and  (brce,  appeared  soon  after.  She  then  reUimed  to  her  native 
France,  and  spent  several  yeaia  there  and  in  Germany.    During  her 
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stny  01)  the  conlinent,  she  wnita  &  tngedy  cdled  Otibara,  which  wu 
piiblishcil  in  New  York  in  1811.  Id  tbe  wioter  of  1815  her  best  wok, 
F.i>liinn,  a  Comidy.  was  acted  at  the  Parh  Theatre,  New  York;  ud 
u'lLB  niiicli  pniisFd  at  the  tune  far  the  aunplicity  of  it*  plot,  and  tbe 
Epiritcil  Hircasni  ivliich  feaaoned  its  colkx|uj.  She  is  herself  an  actren 
of  no  □nlinary  skill ;  and  distinpiiibed  beraelf  locne  yean  ago  by  Ibe 
"  clociitiunary  readings"  with  which  she  entenained  large  and  faahkn- 
able  audiences  in  New  York,  Boaton,  aad  other  cities. 

TIMI. 

N*v  rail  not  al  Time,  though  a  ^rrant  he  be, 

And  say  mil  he  cometh,  coloaaal  in  might, 

Our  Beiinly   lo  ravish,  put  pleasure  to  flight, 

And  pluck  away  frienda,  e'en  as  leaves  from  the  tree; 

And  say  jiot  Love's  torch,  which  like  Vesta's  should  bum, 

Tjie  cold  breath  of  Time  soon  to  ashes  will  turn. 

You  rail  Time  a  robber?     Nay,  he  is  not  so^ — 

While  Ili'aiiiy's  fair  temple  he  rndely  despoils, 
The  mind   to  enrich   with  lis   plunder  he  toils; 
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A  wish  to  my  lips  never  sprung, 
A  hope  in  m)-  eyea  never  shone, 

But,  ere  it  was  breathed  by  my  toiii^e, 
To  grant  it  thy  footsteps  have  flown. 

Thy  joys,  they  have  ever  been  mine. 
Thy  sorrows,  loo  often  thine  own. 

The  8UD  thai  on  me  still  would  shine, 
O'er  ihce  threw  its  shadows  alone. 

Life's  garland  then  let  ua  divide. 
Its  roses  I  'd  fain  see  thee  wear. 

For  one  —  but  I  know  ihou  wilt  chide  — 
Ah!  leave  me  its  thorns,  love,  to  bear! 


Thou  cooqueror'a  conqueror,  mighty  Love!  to  thee 

Their  crowns,  their  laurels,  kings  and  heroes  yield '. 
hot  at  thy  shrine  great  Antony  bows  the  knee, 

Disdains  his  victor  wreath,  and  flies  the  field ! 
Fiom  woman's  lips  Alcides  lists  thy  lone. 

And  grasps  the  inglorious  dbtaff  for  his  sword ! 
An  eastern  sceptre  at  thy  feet  is  thrown, 

A  nation's  worshipp'd  idol  owns  thee  Lord  !* 
And  well  for  Nooijehan  his  throne  became, 
When  erst  she  ruled  his  empire  in  thy  name! 

The  sorcerer,  Jarchas,  could  to  age  restore 

Toulh's  faded  bloom,  or  rhililhood's  vanisVd  glee; 

Magician,  Love!  canst  ihou  not  yet  do  more? 
Is  not  the  faithful  heart  kept  ymaig  by  thee  ? 

<  in  rlevois'lly  atlBrlied  In  hia  f^ 
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Bui  ne'er  ih.it  traitor  boaom  foimM  to  stny, 

Tliose  perjured  lips  which  twice  ihy  vows  h»ve  brMthed, 
CiiTi  know  ihe  rapture  of  thy  magic  sway, 

Or  tind  Ihe  balsam  in  thy  gariand  wreathed; 
Fancy,  or  Folly,  may  hia  breast  have  moved, 
But  lie  who  wanders,  never  traly  loved. 


LUCY  HOOPER. 


This  lovely  ^irl  wss  bon  in  Newbuiyport,  Maasachnaetla,  on  tbe 
4tli  of  February,  1816.  Her  &ther,  Mr.  Joseph  Hooper,  was  a  hi^y 
respvctaiilc  nicrchant,  a  man  of  tlUaag  mind,  conndetable  eultivatioo, 
BiiJ  decided  piety.  fVom  this  excellent  parent  Lucy  received  her 
entire  iHlucalion,  and  to  bia  UDreinittiag  watchfulnen  and  aftctiooste 
Inbuted  all  tlie  merits  of  lier  cliaracter. 
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be  a  writer  of  much  taste,  reflection,  and  good  judgment  She  loved 
best,  however,  to  express  her  thoughts  and  feelings  in  verse ;  then  slio 
wrote  freely,  without  efibrt,  and  with  that  feeling  of  relief  and  delight 
in  the  act,  which  is  natural  to  the  true  poet  During  her  short  life, 
Miss  Hooper  soared  much  from  bereavement ;  her  father,  and  several 
other  near  relatives  closely  entwined  around  her  loving  heart,  preceded 
her  to  the  tomh.  These  afflictions,  and  the  hopeless  but  flattering 
malady  which  was  undermining  her  constitution,  subdued  and  saddened 
her  character,  and  shed  a  certain  tender  melancholy  over  all  her 
thooghtSL  A  few  weeks  before  her  death,  she  prepared  a  work  for 
publicatioo  called  The  Poetry  of  Flowers^  and  also  projected  a  volume 
of  prose  oo  a  laiger  scale,  but  in  the  same  style,  as  her  Scenes  from 
Retd  lAfe,  But  the  summons  came  on  the  Ist  of  August,  1841,  and 
ended  in  her  twenty-fourth  year  all  her  industrious  plans  for  fbture 
usefulness.  In  1842,  her  Poetical  Remaine  were  collected  and  ar- 
ranged, and  published  with  an  interesting  Memoir  from  the  eloquent 
pen  of  Mr.  John  Keese.  Another  edition  of  her  writings,  both  in  prose 
and  poetry,  has  recently  appeared. 

But  we  must  hasten  to  give  a  few  specimens  of  her  poetic  genius,— 
marked  as  they  are  by  elevation  of  thought  and  refined  sweetnens  of 
expression, — though  we  could  linger  long  over  the  memory  of  Lucy 
Hooper,  the  good,  the  gifted,  and  the  pure. 


•^TIME,    FAITH,    EWE  ROT."* 

High  words  and  hopeful!  —  fold  them  to  thy  heart, 
Time,  Faith  and  Energy,  are  gifts  sublime; 
If  thy  lone  bark  the  threatening  waves  surround. 
Make  them  of  all  thy  silent  thoughts  a  part 
When  thou  wouldst  cast  thy  pilgrim-stafT  away. 
Breathe  to  thy  soul  their  high,  mysterious  sound, 
And  faint  not  in  the  noontide  of  thy  day, — 
Wait  thou  for  Timef 

Wait  thou  for  Time  —  the  slow-unfolding  flower 
Chides  man's  impatient  haste  with  long  delay; 

*  Suggested  by  a  passage  in  Bulwer*s  **  Night  and  Morning.'* 
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The  Iianest  ripeoing  in  the  wittunml  ran, — 
Tlie  giilili'H  fruit  of  Buflbring'i  weighty  power 
Wiiliin  till'  soulj  — like  >oft  bells*  Bilveiy  chinw 
Bepcai  itii'  lones,  if  fame  taxy  not  be  won, 
Or  if  ilie  heart  where  thou  shouldst  find  ■  shrine, 
Urciitlie  forth  no  blessing  on  thy  lonely  way. 


Wail  ihiju  for  Time — it  hath  a  aorcerar's  power 
To  Jim  life's  mockeries  ttiat   gaily  shine, 
Tu  lift  the  veil  of  seeming  from  the  real, 
Bring  111  ihy  soul  a  rich  or  fearful  dower, 
Write  goUlcn  tracery  on  the  sands  of  life, 
Ani\  nii^o  the  drooping  heart  from  scenes  ideal. 
To  a  high  purpose  in  a  world  of  strife. 
^Vait  thou  for  Time  r 


Yea.  Hail  for  Time,  but  to  thy  heart  take  Faith, 
Soft  In; icon-light  upon  a  stormy  sea; 

■  for  the  pure  in  heart,  to  puss 
hroui.']i  a  dim  world,  uniouch'd  by  living  death; 
c)ipcrt'iil   watcher  tiirough   the  g 
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Kind  ministers,  who  cheer'd  us  in  our  gloom, 
Seraphfl  who  lighlen'd  griefH  with  guiding  ray, 
Whispering  through  tears  of  cloud  less  glory  dawning, 
Say,  in  the  gardeni  of  eternal  bloom 
Will  not  our  hearts,  when  breaks  the  cloudless  morning, 
Joy  that  ye  led  us  through  the  drooping  night  ? 


Written  aDer  being  ghown  the  inacription  on  the  grave  of  a  ahild  in 
the  Brooklyn  church-yard,  bearing  only  the  date,  llie  iigc,  and  theM 
■imple  wordi,  "  It  it  atU." 

TwAS  a  low  grave  they  led  me  to.  o'ergrown 

With  violets  of  the  Spring,  and  starry  moss. 

And  all  the  sweet  wild  flow'reta  that  disclose 

Their  hues  and  fragrance  round  the  dreamless  couch, 

As  if  to  tell  how  quietly  the  head 

That  here  had  throbb'd  ,so  feverishly,  doth  rest. 

n*  was  a  low  gtsve,  and  the  sofl  zephyrs  play'd 

Gently  around  il ;  and  the  setting  sun 

Gleam'd  brightly  on  ihe  marble  at  its  head, 

Bearing  the  date  —  the  name — the  few  brief  years, 

Of  one  whose  blessed  lot  it  was  to  pass 

To  the  fair  Land  of  Promise,  ere  the  chill 

And  blight  of  this  dark  world  had  power  to  cast 

A  shade  on  lifers  pure  blossom ;  while  the  dew 

or  morning  was  upon  its  leaves,  and  all 

The  outward  world  was  beauty ;  ere  the  eye 

Had  ever  wept  in  secret,  or  the  heart 

Grown  heavy  with  a  sorrow  uneonfess'd. 

Was  it  a  bitter  lot?     That  stainless  stone 

Answer'd  the  query;  but  one  line  il  bore — 

One  brief  inscription,  thrilling  the  drep  heart 

Of  those  who.  leaning  o'er  that  narrow  mound. 

Mused  over  life's  vain  sorrow : 
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"Ic  is  well-" 
Ay,  ilip  ileep  words  had  meaning;  but  whal  grief 
Iluil  [auijlii  ihe  lone  survirora  thus  to  count 
The  aum  uf  all,  anJ,  struggling  with  their  tears, 
Write  cinly  — "It  Is  well?"     Oh!  well  for  her 
To  rest  on  thai  green  earth  —  to  lay  the  head 
Unwearied  on  its  bosom,  and  to  seek 
A  refuge  from  the  coldness  of  the  world, 
Ere  yet  its  shafl  had  jHCrced  her. 

« It  is  weU." 
And,  oh!  for  us  who,  musing  o'er  that  grsve, 

Sit'h  for  the  rest  a  stranger's  breasi  haih  found. 
^\'ere  ii  not  well,  in  the  heart's  hour  of  grief, 
U'heii  Eiirlh  is  dim,  and  all  her  shining  streams 

Wlieii  sliadows  rest  upon  her  brightest  flowera, 
Aiitl  ilie  continual  sorrow  of  the  soul 
Polh  ilnrken  sun  and  moon.  In  dream  al  last 
Of  a  sijll  rest  beneath  the  lowly  alone  — 
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THE    OLD    DATS     WB     R  B  H  B  K  B  B  R. 

Tbb  old  days  we  remember, 
How  lolUy  did  they  glide, 
While  all  anlouchM  by  woridly  care, 
We  wander'd  lide  by  side. 
In  ihoM  pleasant  days,  when  the  sun's  last  rays 

Jtut  linger'd  on  the  hill, 
Or  the  moon's  pale  light  with  the  cocning  night 
Shone  o'er  our  pathway  stilL 

The  old  days  we  remember, — 

Oh!  there's  nothing  like  them  now, 
The  glow  has  faded  from  our  hearts, 
The  blossom  from  the  bough ; 
In  the  chill  of  caie,  'midst  worldly  air, 

Perchance  we  are  colder  grown, 
For  stormy  weather,  since  we  roam'd  k^etber, 
The  hearts  of  both  have  known. 

The  old  days  we  remember,— 

Oh!  clearer  shone  the  sun. 
And  every  star  look'd  brighter  far, 
Than  they  ever  since  have  done! 
On  the  very  streams  there  linger'd  gleams 

Of  light  ne'er  seen  before, 
And  the  running  brook  a  music  took 
Our  souls  can  hear  no  more! 

The  cM  days  we  remember,.— 

Oh!  could  we  but  go  back 
To  their  quiet  hours,  and  tread  once  more 

Their  bright  famihar  track, 
Could  we  picture  again,  what  we  pictured  then, 
Of  the  sunny  world  that  lay 
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From  iliB  green  hillside,  and  ihe  waters  wide, 
Aiiil   our  glad  hcarlH  far  away. 

TIlp  old  days  we  remember, 

Winn  we  never  dream'd  of  guile, 
NiT  knew  that  the  heart  could  be  cold  below, 
While  the  lip  etill  wore  its  smile ! 
Oh !  wc  may  not  forget,  for  those  hours  come  yet 

Thoy  visit  us  in  sleep. 
While  far  and  wide,  o'er  life's  changing  tide, 
Our  barks  asunder  keep. 

Siill,  siill  we  must  remember 

l.il'e^a   Iir8l  and   brightest  days, 
Ami   a  passing  tribute   render 
As  Vie  tread  the  busy  maze; 
A  hitler  sigh  for  the  hours  gone  by, 
<  that  might  not  last, 
e  friends  deeni'd  true  when  our  hopes  were  n 
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Give  me  annour  of  proof  — I  have  torn  from  mj  heart 
Each  toft  tie  and  true  thai  forbade  me  to  part; 
Bring  the  iword  of  Damascus,  iia  blade  cold  and  bright. 
That  bends  not  in  conflict,  but  gleaniB  in  the  fight; 
And  stay — let  me  fasten  yoa  scarf  on  my  breast, 
Lore's  light  pledge  and  true — I  will  answer  the  rest! 

Give  me  annour  of  proof — shall  the  cry  be  in  vain, 
When  to  life's  sternest  conflicts  we  rush  forth  amain? 
The  Icnight  clad  in  armour  the  battle  may  bide; 
But  woe  to  the  heedless  when  bendeth  the  tried; 
And  woe  to  youth's  mom,  when  we  rode  forth  alone. 
To  the  conflict  unguarded,  its  gladness  hath  flown! 

Give  us  armour  of  proof —  our  hopes  were  alt  high ; 
But  they  paw'd  like  the  meteor  lights  from  the  sky; 
Our  hearts'  trust  was  flrro,  but  life's  waves  swept  away 
One  by  one  the  frail  ties  which  were  shelter  and  stay; 
And  true  was  our^love,  but  its  bonds  broke  in  twain: 
Give  me  armour  of  proof,  ere  we  ride  forth  again. 

Give  me  armour  of  proof — we  would  turn  from  the  view 
Of  a  world  that  is  fading  to  one  that  is  true ; 
We  would  lift  up  each  thought  from  this  earth-shaded  light, 
To  the  regions  above,  where  there  stealelh  no  blight; 
And  with  Faith's  chosen  shield  by  no  dark  tempests  riven, 
We  would  gaze  from  earth's   storms  on   the  brighmeas  of 
heaven! 


EMILY  E.  JUDSON. 


F.vERT  line  wliQ  hu  been  at  all  cooverant  with  American  roagBsine 
literaliirc,  during  Che  list  four  or  five  years,  u  acquainted  with  the 
nsmi'  of  Fojiny  Furester;  and  every  one  who  love*  inith,  nature,  ittd 
BimplicKy,  haiJ^i  it  as  the  aame  of  a  friend.  It  was  Id  June,  1^44,  that 
Miiid  Emily  ChnbliDck  firststgned  herself  by  this  pleasant  nom  de  plume, 
under  an  article  written  for  the  New  Mirror,  then  recently  osCabliabed 
by  MorriH  anil  Willia.  Before  thla  her  talents  had  never  been  recog^ 
nisiil  by  the  literary  world ;  Ihough  she  had  quietly  employed  her  pen 
in  writing  many  little  works  of  a  religious  character,  and  had  aleo  at  an 
early  age  beiTi  a  contribuler  to  the  Knickerbocker  Magazine.  She  ia  ■ 
native  of  central  New  York,  received  a  superior  education,  and  Oiled 
the  office  of  a  lencher  in  the  fcmale  seminary  at  Utica  tor  many  years. 
In  1*^7  HhcH-Rs  married  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Judson.  and  accompanied  him 
on  liis  return  to  India,  the  field  of  hia  misBionary  laboura.  On  the  eve 
of  licr  ilepurlure  from  her  native  land,  her  vsriona  sketches,  essays,  and 
pocni!',  were  ciillectcd  and  published  in  a  volume,  under  the  title  of 
MJirbtiHik.  Hit  vivid  and  glowing  pictures  of  natural  scenery,  her 
grnpliic  anil  artier  manner  of  describing  country  life,  and  the  pure 
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There's  not  in  Ind  a  lovelier  bird; 

Broad  earth  oviae  not  a  happier  nest; 
0  God,  thou  ha«t  a  fountain  aUrT'd, 

Whose  waters  nerer  more  shall  m*L 

This  beatHiful,  mysterioas  thing, 
This  seeming  visitant  from  Heaven, 

This  bird  with  the  immortal  wing, 
To  me  —  to  me,  thy  band  has  given. 

The  pulae  first  caught  ita  tiny  stroke, 
The  blood  its  crimson  hue  from  mine;- 

"nits  life,  which  I  have  dared  invoke. 
Henceforth  ia  parallel  with  thine. 

A  silent  awe  is  in  my  room  — 

I  tremble  with  delicious  fear; 
The  future,  with  its  light  and  gloom, 

Time  and  Eternity  are  here. 

Doubts — hopes,  in  eager  tumult  rise; 

Hear,  O  my  God!  one  earnest  prayer ;- 
Room  for  my  bird  in  Paradise, 

And  give  her  angel  plumage  there  I 


NT    MOTBIR. 

GivB  me  my  old  seat,  mother. 

With  my  head  upon  thy  knee; 
I*ve  pass'd  through  many  a  changing  scene 

Since  thus  I  sat  by  thee. 
Oh!  let  roe  look  into  thine  eyes  — 

Their  meek,  soft,  loving  light 
Falls,  like  a  gleam  of  holiness, 

Upon  my  heart  lo>nigbt. 


p.  HILY     E.    JDDSOM. 

Pvr  iioi  been  long  away,  mother; 

Ki'w  i^iiiis  have  rose  and  set, 
SiiK-f  Nisi  the  teat-drup  oo  thy  cheek 

.Mv  lips  in  kisses  met: 
'T  is  bill  B  little  lime,  I  know, 

liiii  very  long  il  Mems, 
I'lioiigh  every  night  I  came  lo  thee, 

Drar  mother,  in  my  dreams. 

The  world  has  kindly  dealt,  mother, 
Itv  (lie  child  ihou  lor'st  so  well; 

1'Ijv  jirayera  have  circled  round  her  path) 
And  'Ivai  their  holy  spell 

\Vhii'li  made  thai  path  so  dearly  bright, 
U'liicli  strew'd  the  roiies  there, 

\\'hic'h  gave  the  light,  and  cast  the  balm, 
On  every  breath  of  air. 


ANKE    CUABLOTTE    LYSCH. 

TVm,  I  am  very  sad,  mother, 

I'm  very  nd  and  lone; 
Oh!  there's  no  heart,  whose  ininoat  fcJd 

Opes  to  me  like  thine  own! 
Though  sunny  smiles  wreathe  blooming  lips. 

While  loT&-tones  meet   my  ear; 
Uy  mother,  one  fond  glance  of  thine 

Were  thousand  limes  more  dear. 

Then,  with  a  closer  dup,  mother, 

Now  hold  me  to  thy  heart; 
I'd  feel  it  beating  'gainst  ray  own 

Once  more  before  we  part. 
Aad,  mother,  to  this  love-lit  spot, 

When  I  am  &r  away. 
Come  oft — too  oft  thou  canst  not  come— 

And  for  thy  darling  piay. 


ANNE  CHARLOTTE  LYNCH. 

Hias  Lthch  was  born  in  Burlington,  Vermont  Her  ftther  was  an 
Irish  patriot,  who,  at  an  early  age,  accompanied  the  noble  and  high- 
■ouled  Emmetl  to  tills  country  ailer  the  struggle  of  '96.  Her  mother 
was  a  daughter  of  Colonel  Grey,  a  brave  enldier  and  distinguished  offl> 
cer  in  the  American  revolutionary  army.  Witb  such  blood  in  her  veins, 
she  lawfully  inherits  that  pure  fervent  patriotism,  that  genuine  love  fix 
the  just  and  the  free,  and  that  indignant  scorn  tor  oppression  and  tyianny, 
which  so  ollen  distinguish  her  poems.  Tbere  is,  indeed,  about  them,  a 
strength,  a  bravery,  a  soldier-like  sincerity.  Hope,  &ith,  energy,  en- 
durance, victory,  are  the  noble  lessons  they  nobly  teach.  Yet  they  are 
as  delicately  beautiful  as  they  are  vigorous,  and  posseasas  mtich.deep 
38*  2n 
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iirid  unnffoctoil  Topling,  bs  monl  power.  "To  ipeak  Dobtf,  compR- 
hfiiiiis  ui  r-el  profoiindlj."  They  rink  into  the  heut,  softeniag  snd 
ptinfjinj;  it;  while  they  alir  up  Iho  mind,  ftw^ing  it  lo  lee  wilh  « 
clourcr  eye  the  shadows  &iid  iubeUnce*  of  life,  the  real  v&Jue  of  its 
wcirthU'iu  pys,  and  or  ila  pricelen  aorrowB.  Hias  Lynch'e  sonnets  ire 
choice;  chowini''  lliat  perfect  Rnidi  of  form,  and  oondemtion  of  idea, 
which  u  ti<-ver  atinincd  but  by  well-diacipliited  minda  severe  upon  them- 
Folvps.  They  are  all  precioua  atones;  and  Iboo^  Mme, rfcourae,  may 
bi>  of  hjiflier  vahie  than  others,  still,  •!)  are  pure  gems  front  a  mine  cf 
nciii'iil  tlioii(;hl.  Miss  Lynch  has  been  preparing  lately  a  Tolume  of 
pooitii-  tor  publication;  we  can  hope  nothing  better  for  it,  than  that  iti 
Tccupiiun  and  reputation  may  be  equal  to  its  excelleoce. 

WARTKD    FOUKTAtlTS. 


WiiE.v  the  youthful  fever  of  the  sool 
is  Qivnken'd  in   ihee  first, 

Anil   Uiou  go'sl  like  Judah's  children  forth 
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Though  the  transient  springs  hare  fail'd  thee, 
Though  the  founts  of  youth  are  dried, 

Wilt  thou  among  the  mouldering  stones 
Id  weariness  abide  t 

Wilt  thou  sit  among  the  ruins, 
With  all  words  of  love  unspoken, 

Till  the  silver  cord  is  loosen'd. 
Till  the  golden  bowl  is  broken  P 

Up  and  onward !  toward  the  East 

Oreen  oases  thou  shalt  find, — 
Streams  that  rise  from  higher  sources 

Than  the  pools  thou  leav'st  behind. 

life  has  import  more  inspiring 

Than  the  &ncies  of  ihy  youth; 
It  has  hopes  u  high  as  Heaven,  ' 

It  has  labour,  it  has  truth. 

It  has  wrongs  that  may  be  righted, 
Noble  deeds  that  may  be  done; 

Its  great  t>attles  are  unfought, 
Its  great  triumphs  are  unwon. 

There  is  rising  from  its  troubled  deeps 

A  low,  unceasing  moan; 
There  are  aching,  there  are  breaking, 

Other  hearts  besides  thine  own. 

From  strong  limbs  that  should  be  chainless, 

There  are  fetters  to  nnbind; 
There  are  words  to  raise  the  fallen, 

There  is  light  to  gire  the  blind. 

There  are  crushM  and  broken  spirits, 
That  electric  thoughts  may  ihrill; 

Lofty  dreams  to  be  embodied 

By  the  might  of  one  strong  will. 


T  is  the  key  of  the 
That  will  open  Ht 

Tia  the  UJer  of  ih 
Whereon  angels  co 


The  honey-bee,  that  wuide 

The  held,  the  woodland. 

To  gaiher  in  hia  fngiant 

Humming  in  calm  content  h 

Seeks  not  alone  the  roBe>  g 

The  lily's  dainty  cup,  the 

But  from  all  rank  and  noi 

The  single  drop  of  fweetneai 

Within  the  poison  chalice.     ' 

Seek  only  to  draw  forth  tl 

In  all  the  varied  haman  fli 

In  the  wide  garden  of  hamat 

And,  like  the  bee,  if  home  tl 

Hived  in  our  hearts  it  turns 
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With  heavenly  power  inspired,  hit  unskill'd  arm 
Shapes  the  rude  block  to  this  trenscendant  form. 

Oh !  Son  of  God !  thus,  ever  thus,  would  I 
Dwell  on  the  loveliuess  enshrined  in  thee; 
The  \o{iy  faith,  the  sweet  humility, 

The  boundless  lore,  the  love  that  could  not  die. 
And  as  the  sculptor,  with  thy  glory  warm, 
Gives  to  this  chisell'd  ivory  thy  fair  form. 

So  would  my  spirit  in  thy  thought  divine 

Grow  to  a  semblance,  fair  as  this,  of  Thine. 

SONNET. 

Go  forth  in  life,  oh  friend,  not  seeking  love;  — 
A  mendicant  that  with  imploring  eye 
And  outstretchM  hand  asks  of  the  passers-by 

The  alms  his  sirnng  necessities  may  move ; 

For  such  poor  love,  to  pity  near  allied. 

Thy  generous  spirit  may  not  stoop  and  wait— 

A  suppliant  whose  prayer  may  be  denied 
Like  a  spuni'd  beggar's  at  a  palace  gate  — 

But  thy  heart's  affluence  lavish,  uncontroU'd, 
The  largess  of  thy  love,  give  full  and  free, 

As  monarchs  in  their  progress  scatter  gold; 
And  be  thy  heart  like  the  exhaustless  sea, 

That  must  its  wealth  of  cloud  and  dew  bestow. 

Though  tributary  streams  or  ebb  or  (low. 


■  ONNKT. 

NiOHT  closes  round  me,  and  wild  threatening  formi 
Clasp  me  with  icy  arms  and  chain  me  down, 
And  bind  upon  my  brow  a  cypress  crown 

Dewy  with  tears,  and  heaven  frowns  dark  with  storms. 

But  the  one  glorious  memory  of  thee 


Oh,  blessed  thought!  « 
And  shed  thy  lustrous 
As  fragrant  lamps  burn 


1 


SON 

As  gome  dark  stream  w 

^ows  murmuring,  m< 

So,  ere  I  met  thee,  mur 

Did  my  life's  current 

And  as  that  stream  bene 

Jts  separate  course  an( 

But  now  absorb'd,  trai 

It  floats,  eiherialized  in  t 

So,  in  the  sunlight  of  th 

My  heart  so  long  to  e 

Now  soars,  aU  doubt,  all 

And  breathes  the  ©ther 

So  thy  high  spirit  holds  ; 

So  IS  my  life,  my  being  1 


SONNE 


The  mountain  lake,  o'ersh 
May  still  flraze  lii>«t,-.«,«« 
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And  light  the  wave  that  wttndere  darkly  there. 
Oh,  my  lire's  star!   thus  do  I  turn  to  ihee, 

AmiO  the  shadows  that  above  me  roll, 
Thus  from  my  iliHtant  sphere  thou  shin'at  on  me, 

Thus  does  thine  Image  float  upon  my  soul, 
Through  the  wide  space  that  must  our  lives  dissever. 
Far  as  the  lake  and  star,  ah!  me,  for  ever! 

DAY-DAWK    IK    ITALT. 

Italia  I  in  thy  bleeding  heart 

I  thought  e'er  hope  was  dead. 
That  from  thy  scarr'd  and  prostrate  form 

The  spark  of  life  had  fled. 
I  thought  as  memory's  sunset  glow 

Its  radiance  o'er  thee  cast, 
That  all  thy  glory  and  thy  fame 

Were  buried  in  the  past. 
Twice  mistress  of  the  world!  I  thought 

Thy  star  had  set  in  gloom. 
That  all  thy  shrines  and  monuments 

Were  but  thy  spirit  lomb ; 
The  mausoleum  of  the  world 

Where  Art  her  spoils  might  keep; 
Where  pilgrims  from  all  shrines  might  come, 

To  wander  and  to  weep. 
The  thunders  of  the  Vatican 

Had  long  since  died  away, 
Saint  Peter's  chair  seem'd  tottering, 

And  crumbling  to  decay. 
Thy  ancient  line  of  Pontiff  kings 

Were  to  the  past  allied ; 
And  ofi  in  Freedom's  holy  ward 

They  fought  not  on  her  side. 


t-l 


^ 


.*  t 
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^iie  seven-hilled  cif 

^•^lia .'  on  thy  .hroude^ 

'^  gleam  of  morning 

^Jo"g  the  AJp,  and  Ap 

Kuns  an  electric  thrU 

A  golden  splendour  ligh 

The  Capitolian  hill. 

And  hope,  bright  u  thv 

Are  o'er  thy  foture  ca 

The  future  ,hat  upon  th. 

A*  gloriou.  as  thjr  pa. 

The  Jau,«l,  that  thy  Ce, 

JVere  dyed  with  crimso 

Their  triumphs  glitter'd  « 

"'on  on  the  battle  phi, 

B«  for  thy  Pontiff  Prfnce 

l^n^utTLlf '  r  *' 
'"ea  a,  the  spoilew  1 

««  V"  upon  thy  shrine 
For  him  might  the  triumph 
Ascend  the  hill  again; 

\     ,T  "^"""^  *^  *e  «h, 
Should  swell  the  lengthen 


Such  tiains  as  in  h.,  «. 


....J. 
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When  gazing  on  ihe  doubtful  strife, 
The  Hebrew  leader  pray'd; 

The  friends  of  Israel  gather'd  roond, 
His  tlrooping  hands  they  stay'd. 

And  thus  around  the  Patrisrcli's  chair 
The  friends  of  Freedom  stand — 

All  eager,  though  it  bltera  not, 
To  stay  his  lified  hand. 

And  ia  a  clearer,  firmer  lone, 

I  heard  their  rallying  cry ; 
From  Etna  to  the  Alps  it  sounds, 

"For  God  and  Liberty!" 


KS    rOR    THI    FKOTLX. 


"Lot  Ihere  be  light." 


Light  to  the  darkened  mind 
Bear  like  the  sun  the  world's  wide  circle  round, 
Bright  messengers  that  speak  without  a  sound! 

Sight  on  the  spirit-blind 
Shall  lall  where'er  ye  pass;  your  living  ray 
Shall  change  the  night  of  ages  into  day ; 

God  speed  ye  on  your  way! 

In  closet  and  in  hall. 
Too  long  alone  your  message  hath  been  spoken; 
The  spell  of  gold  that  bound  ye  then  is  broken, 

Go  forth  and  shine  on  all! 
The  world's  inheritance,  the  legacy 
Bequeathed  by  Genius  to  the  race  are  ye; 

Be  like  the  sunlight,  free! 

A  mighty  power  ye  wield ! 
Te  wake  grim  centuries  from  their  repose, 
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Aiul  liiil  ilieir  hoarded  treunriet  oncIoM, 

I'lic  .spoils  of  time  to  yield. 
Yc  ln>UI  the  gift  of  immoTtalily ; 
Dure),  fs'^v,  and  aeer,  whon  fkme  shall  neTer  die, 

Live  through  your  ministry. 

Noiwlesi  upon  your  path, 
Frcii,'litrd  with  love,  romaoce,  and  aong,  ye  speed; 
Mui'iiig  ihe  world  in  custom  and  in  creed, 

\Vaking  its  lo*e  or  wnth. 

Tyratil^.   that  blench   not  ou  the  ballle-plaia. 
Quail  til  your  silent  coming,  and  in  vain 
^Vould  bind  the  riven  chain. 

Shrines  that  embalm  great  souls 
WlK're  yet  the  illusirious  dead  high  converse  hold, 
As  fi'<<\s  spoke  tliroiigh  their  oracles  of  old! 
;  Bc rolls 


AKIIB    CHABLOTTE    LYNCH. 

To  Lore!  the  etheresl,  Ihe  Promethean  spirit, 
Th&l  bids  this  dust  with  life  divine  be  mored; 

The  only  memoTy  that  we  stitl  inherit 
or  ihe  lost  Eden  where  our  parents  roved. 

Oh '.  hopeless  bard !  recall  that  farewell  strain, 
Nor  from  thy  breast  let  this  fond  laith  depart; 

Recall  thai  utterance  of  thy  cold  disdain. 

Thy  doubt  of  hove,  the  atheism  of  the  heart 


A  nation's  birthday  breaks  in  glory! 

Songs  from  her  hills  and  valleya  rise, 
And  myriad  hearts  thrill  to  the  story 

Of  freedom's   wars  and  victories ; 
When  God's  right  arm  alone  was  o'er  her. 
And  in  her  name  the  patriot  band 
With  sacred  blood  baptized  their  land, 
And  England's  lion  crouch'd  before  her! 
Sons  of  the  Emerald  Isle ! 

She  bids  you  rend  your  chain, 
And  tell  the  haughty  ocean-queen, 
Te,  loo,  are  free-bom  men! 

Long  has  the  world  look'd  on  in  sorrow. 
As  Erin's  sun-burst*  set  in  night; 

Joy,  joy !  there  breaks  a  brighter  morrow, 
Behold  a  beam  of  morning  light! 

A  ray  of  hope  her  night  redeeming; 
And  she  greets  it,  though  there  lower 
England's  scafTolds,  England's  Tower, 

And  though  hireling  swords  are  gleaming. 

*  llie  ancienl  Bag  of  Ireland. 
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Wild  shouts  on  every  breeze 
Come  swelling  o'er  ihe  sea,— 

lliirli!  '(is   her  starring  luilUuDS  cry, 
"Give  IreUnil  liberty!" 

THE    WOUNDED    TOLTORB. 
\e  irri.lnii  ii  beanlirully  related  in  Miw  Bcemcr'i 

A  KiNGLV  vuliure  sat  nlone, 

Lord  of  the  ruin  round, 
^Vliere  Egypt's  anrient  monuments 

Upon  the  desert  frown'd. 

A  liiinter'i  eager  eye  had  mark'd 
'I'iie  form  of  that  proud  bird, 

Ami  through  the  voiceless  solitude 
Mis  ringing  ehot  was  heard. 
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Oh!  wounded  heart!  oh,  suffering  soul! 

Sit  not  with  folded  wing, 
Where  broken  dreania  and  ruinM  hopes 

Their  mournful  shadows  fling. 

Outspread  thy  pinions  like  that  bird, 

Take  thou  the  path  sublime, 
Beyond  the  flying  sliafts  of  Kale, 

Beyond  the  wounds  of  Time. 

Mount  upward!  brave  ihe  clouds  and  stoRns; 

Above  life's  desert  plain 
There  is  a  calmer,  purer  air, 

A  heaven  ihou  too  maysl  gain. 

And  as  that  dim  ascending  form 

Was  lost  in  day's  broad  light. 
So  shall  thy  earthly  sorrows  fiide, 

Lost  in  the  Infinite. 


SARAH  C.  EDGARTON  MAYO. 

Mas.  Mato,  better  known  sa  Mu<>s  Edgarlon,  was  bom  in  Shirley, 
Uossschusetts,  in  the  year  1919.  Her  tirdt  appearance  as  a  writer  was 
in  1937,  when  she  contributeil  to  various  religious  journals,  anj  soon 
after  became  one  of  the  editom  or  the  Ladles'  Repository,  a  monthly 
nMgazine  published  in  Boston.  She  lias  also  been  the  akiliiil  and  in- 
dualrloiis  editor  of  a  religious  annual,  called  The  Ro«e  of  Sharon,  ever 
since  its  (in<t  ectabliBhment,  a  period  of  nine  yearn.  Ht  atoriea  ibr 
children  arp  numerous  and  useful;  among  them  are  Ellm  CliffaTd,».nA 
Tke  Palffyf.  Site  has  also  displayed  much  taste  in  compiling  a  few 
miniaturi!  volumes  of  a  poetic  character,  Ihe  titles  of  which  are,  tlte 
FUwer  Va»r,  The  Floral  Fortune  TtOer,  and  The  Poetry  n/  Womaa^ 
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In  1*15.  she  iHicame  the  wife  of  the  Re».  A.  D.  Mayo,  &  iniiiiRter  of 
tlin  L'[ii\cr.sili?[  {H'rsua«ion,  in  Glouceater,  Muaachiiselta,  where  she 
ri'!<iili'cl  until  her  death,  which  took  place  after  a  Inief  iUaeaa,  on  theOth 
of  July,  1-^1-4.  T<  is  aaid  that  "  ber  character  waa  a  model  of  Christian 
CAcelluiicc ;"  Biict  her  poema  are  marked  bj  an  elevation  of  thought,  a 
<!ircclricss  of  cxpreaiion,  and  a  puritj  and  tendenieH  o(  foeling,  which 
are  altogelJicr  in  liurmonj  with  lud 


Re  firm!  whatever  tempts  thy  soul 
To  loiter  ere  it  reach  ita  goal, 
Whaiever  synn  Toice  would  thaw 
Tiiy  heart  from  duty  and  ita  law, 
Oh  thai  dislnisl!  Go  bniTely  on, 
And,  till  the  Tictor-crown  be  won, 
Be  titm! 


BAKAH    C.     EDGARTON    HAYO.  4i 

Thy  mind  ia  like  a  torch  that  through  the  gloom 
Sheda  &  clear  brightness  where  our  feel  should  tread; 
O  blesseil  lot,  from  altar  lo  (he  tomb, 
By  hand  and  heart  bo  steadfast  to  be  led  1 


Lo!  on  the  mounuin^s  brow 
One  point  of  gleaming  light! 
And  thither  climbest  thou, 
With  eye  and  spirit  bright. 
Ay,  thou  at  least  shalt  stand 
In  all  that  golden  glon, 
A  sceptre  shining  in  thy  hand 
To  rule  the  worid  below. 

Oh  use  that  sceptre  well ! 

Not  as  a  spear  to  smite, 

But  like  a  wand  of  mighty  spell 

To  serve  the  cause  of  Right! 

If  thou  win  power,  do  good ! 

If  Fame,  deserve  thy  meed ! 

If  Wealth,  oh,  pour  it  like  a  flood 

O'er  all  this  world  of  need ! 


THK    ANSWERED    F  B  A  T  B  R. 

I  PRATBD  for  Beauty  —  for  the  magic  spell 

That  binds  the  wisest  with  its  potent  lhr«ll; 
That  I  within  fond  human  hearts  might  dwell. 

And  shine  the  fairest  in  the  festal  hall. 
I  would  liave  seen  the  lordliest  bend  the  knee. 

The  loveliest  bow,  o'er-dazzled  by  my  charms ; 
While  he  I  long  had  vainly  loved — ah,  he. 

Subdued,  should  clasp  me  fondly  in  his  arms ! 


No  heart  bows  humbly 
And  he   I  loved  now  seeks 
With  brighter  blushes  ant 


t  . 
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I  pray'd  for  Riches.     Oh!  fi 

To  pour  in  golden  showe 
I  would  have  gladly  spent  n 

Could  I,  by  gifts  like  thes 
I  prayM  for  Riches,  that  beft 

I  might  with  gifts  and  cos 
And  thought  the  treasures  of 

Too  poor  to  show  the  fen 

Alas!  wealth  came  not — and 

My  heart  devised,  my  hand 
And  though  o'er  prostrate  trut 

In  vain  the  aid  of  magic  go 
The  poor  may  plead  to  me  fc 

And  those  I  love  in  lowly 
I  will  pour  out  for  them  my 

But  other  gifis  than  this  cai 

I  pray'd  for  Genius  —  for  the 
Hard  hearts,  and  reckless  min 
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But  all  in  vain.    My  feeble  tongue  can  breathe 

No  portion  of  the  fire  that  burns  within; 
In  yain  my  fancy  vivid  thoughts  may  wreathe 

In  scorching  flames  to  vanquish  human  sin. 
Powerless  my  words  upon  the  air  float  by. 

And  wrong  and  crime  disdain  the  weak  crusade; 
While  vice  gleams  on  me  its  exultant  eye, 

And  bids  me  show  the  conquests  I  have  made. 

I  pray'd  for  Peace  —  for  strength  to  bear 

The  keen  privations  of  my  humble  fate; 
For  patient  faith  to  struggle  with  despair, 

And  shed  a  brightness  o'er  my  low  estate. 
I  prayM  to  be  content  with  humble  deeds, 

With  ^^ widows'  mites''  and  scanty  charities; 
To  follow  meekly  where  my  duty  leads^ 

Though  through  the  lowliest  vale  of  life  it  lies. 

TMs  prayer  was  answer'd;  for  a  peace  divine 

Spread  through  the  inmost  depths  of  all  my  heart; 
I  felt  that  that  same  blessed  lot  was  mine 

Which  fell  on  her  who  chose  the  better  part. 
What  though  the  world  abroad  ne'er  hears  my  name  ? 

What  though  no  chains  upon  weak  hearts  I  bind  ? 
It  is  a  happier  lot  than  wealth  or  fame, 

To  do  my  duty  with  a  willing  mind! 


fnr  L    .!^  """''•  "^^  "  ''«»«  f""  of  pure  a 
for  the  beautiful  and  Mod     Sho  ; 

lina,  where  she  ~:^-  ^''^  "  » '"'"'< 
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^HE    POSTS 

Thi  pocte!  the  poet 

Those  giants  of  the  e 
In  mighty  strength  they  tc 

The  men  of  ccHnmon 
A  noble  race  ~  they  mingl. 

Among  the  modey  thr 

But  move,  with  slow  and  i 

To  music-notes  klong! 

"The  poets!  the  poets! 

What  conquests  they  © 

Without  one  drop  of  UfeAylc 

They  rule  a  world's  wi 

Their  stainless  banner  floats 

From  age  to  lengthened 
And  Historv  rt^^,^»  *!.-.•     « 


HAST     E.     LEE. 

Bat  M  yon  Blorry  genu  that  gleam 
Id  evening's  crystal  aky, 

So  have  they  won,  in  mem'ry'a  depths, 
An  immorality  [ 

The  poets!  the  poets! 

Who  doth  not  Unger  o*er 
The  glorious  voliunes  that  contain 

Their  pure  and  spotless  lore  i 
They  charm  us  in  the  saddest  hours, 

Our  richest  joys  they  feed ; 
And  love  for  them  has  grown  to  be 

A  imiveml  creed! 

The  poets!  the  poets! 

Those  kingly  minstrels  dead, 
Well  may  we  twine  a  votive  wreath 

Around  each  honour'd  head. 
No  tribute  is  too  high  to  give 

Those  crown'd  ones  among  men; 
The  poets!  the  true  poets! 

Thanks  be  to  Qod  for  them! 

HAST    THOU     rOBOOT    KB? 

"Thon  and  I 
HavB  miniled  ths  freah  tboughu  thai  eulf  dio 
Once  flowering  —  never  morel" 

Hist  thon  forgot  me?    Thou  who  hast  departed 
Like  a  glad  sunbeam  from  my  yearning  sight, 
Leaving  the  spirit  worn  and  broken-hearted, 
Where  once  hope  buill  a  temple  of  delight. 
Hast  thou  forgot  me}    Thou,  unto  whose  keeping 
I  gave  my  every  thought  of  perfect  love, 
Till  on  my  idol's  shrine,  all  treasure  heaping, 
I  scarcely  dared  to  look  to  heaven  above. 


The  innli  my  woman's  pride 
Soon  would  ihey  own  ihcmsej 
And  mourn  niy  lot  of  utter  w 

Hut  thou  forgot  me?  E'en  in 
I  trembled  'neath  the  least  glan 
And  life's  gay  pathway  was  bei 
And  light  and  fragrance  if  thou 
Each  music-note  of  blisa  to  the< 
Each  joy  and  grief  were  told  th 
Thy  presence  made  my  home  a 
When  thou  wast  absent  'twu  b 

Hast  thou  forgot  me?  With  wh 
I  hurried  on  in  learning's  endlen 
While  w-aaied  health  and  strengtli 
I  won  the  dear  approval  from  th 
The  midnight  toil,  the  strife,  the 
The  pining  aRer  knowledge,  vain 
I  struggled  against  all,  one  hope 
Susiain'd  me,  'twas  that  I  might 


Haat  thou  forgot  i 
On  fmoiln  .* —    • 


!} 
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Hut  thou  forgot  me  ?    Ali !  1  would  not  waken 
One  goading  thought,  beloved  friend,  in  thee ; 
Nor  brook  to  have  thy  slightesl  feeling  shaken 
With  knowledge  <^  the  hann  thou  wrought'st  to  me : 
But  oh !  forgive,  if  now,  when  I  am  dying, 
I  breathe  this  wish,  and  let  it  grieve  thee  not! 
That  thou  wilt  seek  mj'  grave,  and  murmur,  sighing, 
** Though  wrong'd,  neglected,  she  was  not  forgot!" 

THE    KAINT    DAY. 

I  LOVK  to  look  on  a  day  Uke  this. 

Of  never-tiring  rain, 
When  the  blue  sky  wears  its  sack<cIoth  robes. 

And  the  streets  are  a  watery  plain; 
When  the  big  drops  fall  on  the  sounding  roofs, 

Wiih  a  cool  and  a  startling  splash. 
And  the  flute-like  breeze  pours  its  music-notei 

Xiainst  the  close-shut  window-sash. 

1  remember  yet,  though  't  was  long  ago. 

The  beat  of  my  childish  heart. 
When  with  half'<onnM  lesson  1  walch'd  some  mom, 

For  fear  that  the  clouds  might  part; 
And  oh !    what  bliss  when  the  skies'  wide  hall 

Seem'd  paved  as  with  sheets  of  lead, 
Till  the  warning  rain,  at  the  dark  school  hour, 

Forbade  my  out-of-door  tread. 

And  in  youth's  gay  season,  when  wiser  grown, 

I  own,  though  I  bluah  to  tell. 
That  each  rainy  day  brought  that  unUuk'd  time, 

Which  my  spirit  loved  too  well : 
When  the  book  of  knowledge  was  thrown  aside 

For  some  light  and  romantic  lore. 
And  of  antique  ballads  and  honied  rhymes 

My  memory  won  full  store. 
40 
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Or  the  equinoctial  speU 

From  the  fierce  black  Z, 

In  all  changes  J  Jove  tl 

T  w  foIJy  to  talk  of  my  , 
But  its  lofuest  Oigkt/ol 
-And  ,.,  friendliest  feelin« 
From  a  clouded  sky  are 
^  my  mirth  breaks  out  i 
_And  I  feel  most  the  gift 
^en  the  wind  ^  ^,, 
Mold  elemental  strife. 

T!f  P'«T*  '»  '^tch  ho«r 

rhe.r  thuBt  with  a  W,  < 

WWe  the  b,i^ht  flowe„^;J 

In  the  cup  but  so  lately  n 

?h      K?r^*  'o  -ee  how 

AJ!rli  ''""'  of  ereiy  horn 

a^,Ti  '''*  W  when  the 

C»tch  the  dn.p.  „  .hey  nU 

Oh  ?  better  f.,  than  .  written 


AMELIA  B.  WELBY. 

Tun  aweet  poetea  wu  bom  Kt  St  Hiduels,  Marjlutd,  in  the  f  ear 
1821.  Her  Ikinily  name  wu  Coppnck,  In  1838,  she  wu  nHuried  to 
Hr.  Oeoi^  R  Welby ,  of  Louisrille,  Kentuckj,  where  she  still  resides. 
Her  geniuB  budded  and  bloaaomed  at  an  early  age,  but  it  waa  not  UDtil 
tfter  her  marriafe  that  the  world  sceated  the  fiBgcaace  of  its  flowerai 
They  were  gathered  fiist  bj  the  Louisville  Jouraal,  and  diaaeminated 
freelj;  being  wumly  prmised,  and  widely  copiedby  other  jounwla,  until 
Ibo  name  of  AhmIm  became  a  welcome  sound  to  all  true  lovers  of 
poetry  and  feeling.  She  writeawitha  free  and  spirited  peo;  her  rhythm 
is  always  «»Tect,  and  always  full  of  melody,  worthy  of  expressing  the 
ardent  impulses  of  a  true  and  guileless  heart  Pure  friendahipi  un- 
divided admintirai  for  the  beautifiil,  and  ever-guahing  luva  fbr  tba  gifts 
<£  loving  Nature,  seem  to  be  the  chief  incentives  to  her  song.  A 
volume  called  Po*mt  by  Amelia,  waa  published  in  1846,  and  rapidly 
paned  through  four  editions.  From  this  have  been  selected  what  pleaaea 
n«  best  i  though  the  merit  of  all  iaao  uniform,  that  it  is  bard  to  aay  which 
ai«  nwet  worthy  of  choice. 

MUSIKGS. 

I  WAIVDIRED  out  one  summer-nightf 

Twaa  when  my  years  were  few, 
The  wind  wb*  singing  in  the  light, 

And  I  was  singing  too; 
The  sunahine  lay  upon  the  hill, 

The  shadow  in  the  vale. 
And  here  and  there  a  leaping  rill 

Was  langhing  on  the  gale. 

One  fleecy  cloud  upon  the  air 

Was  all  that  met  my  eyes; 
It  floated  like  an  angel  there 

Between  me  and  the  skies: 


,1 1""  "'"' ''"» 
'•■if  I"*  .hilj„„,  „j 

Tie?  linkM  fci,  j;, 

Tk     "I' "'■"■'W  drap, 
IV,  l,„,<|  P^ 

Ten  Tr-"  ""  "•■« 

^"■''»" .-.«»»;": 
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For  'twas  upon  that  dewy  sod, 

Beside  the  moaning  seas, 
I  learn'd  at  first  to  worship  God 

And  sing  such  strains  as  these. 

The  dowers,  all  folded  to  their  dreams, 

Were  bow'd  in  slumber  free 
By  breezy  hills  and  murmuring  streams, 

Where'er  they  chanced  to  be; 
No  guilty  tears  had  they  to  weep, 

No  sins  to  be  forgiven; 
They  closed  their  leaves  and  went  to  sleep 

'Neath  the  blue  e)'e  of  heaven. 

No  cosdy  robes  upon  them  shone, 

No  jewels  from  the  seas. 
Yet  Solomon,  upon  his  throne. 

Was  ne'er  array 'd  like  these; 
And  just  as  free  from  guilt  and  art 

Were  lovely  human  flowers. 
Ere  sorrow  set  her  bleeding  heart 

On  this  fair  world  of  ours. 

I  heard  the  laughing  wind  behind 

A-playing  with  my  hair; 
The  breezy  fingers  of  the  wind  — 

How  cool  and  moist  they  were ! 
I  heard  the  night-bird  warbling  o'er 

lis  soft  enchanting  strain; 
I  never  heard  such  sounds  before. 

And  never  shall  again. 

Then  wherefore  weave  such  strains  as  these 

And  sing  them  day  by  day, 
When  every  bird  upon  the  breeze 

Can  sing  a  sweeter  lay! 
40* 
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THE     PRBSENCE 

O  Thou,  who  fling's,  so  fai, 

Of  clouds  around  the  hills 

Those  mountain-piUare  of  th. 

Whose  peaks  sustain  thy  t 

All  glittering  round  the  sunse 

Their  trembling  folds  are  li 

As  If  to  shade  from  mortal  e 

The  glories  of  yon  upper  ; 

There,  while  the  erening  atu- 

My  spirit  lifts  its  silent  ^ye, 
For  Thou,  the  God  of  loTe,  a 

The  summer  flowen,  the  fiur 

Upspringing  freely  {nm  the' 

In  whose  soft  looks  we  seem  ( 

At  ereiy  step,  Thy  smUes,  C 

The  humblest  soul  their  sweeti 

They  bloom  in  palace^ialL  o 

Give  me,  O  Lord .'  a  hean  like 

yf^^'^T^  ^'*  ^7  lowly  lot 
Within  their  pure  ambrosial  bell 
In  odours  sweet  Thy  Spirit  dw. 
Their  breath  may  seem  to  nceni 
*  18  Thine.  O  n^vri  i  r__  m. 
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h  ia  the  peusnt's  erening  hymn 
Aireita  the  fiahera  on  the  was — 

The  old  man  leans  his  silver  haira 
Upon  hia  light  snapended  oar, 

Until  those  sol^  delicious  aire 
Have  died  like  ripples  on  the  shore. 

Vlhy  do  his  eyes  in  softness  roll  P 

What  melts  the  manhood  from  his  sonl? 

His  heart  is  Gll'd  with  peace  and  prayer, 

For  Thou,  O  God !  art  with  him  there. 

The  birds  among  the  summer-blooms 

Pour  forth  to  thee  their  strains  of  love, 
When,  trembling  on  uplifted  plumes. 

They  leave  the  earth  and  soar  above; 
We  hear  their  sweet  familiar  airs 

Where'er  a  sunny  sj>ot  is  found; 
How  lovely  is  a  life  Uke  theirs, 

DilTusing  sweetness  all  around ! 
From  clime  (o  clime,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Their  sweetest  anthema  softly  roll, 
Till,  melting  on  the  realms  of  air, 
Thy  still  small  voice  seems  whispering  there. 

The  stars,  those  floating  isles  of  light. 

Round  which  the  clouds  unfurl  their  saila, 
Pure  as  a  woman's  robe  of  white 

That  trembles  roimd  the  form  it  veils. 
They  touch  the  heart  as  with  a  spell, 

Tet,  set  the  soaring  fancy  free, 
And  O  how  sweet  the  (ales  they  tell! 

They  tell  of  peace,  of  love,  and  Thee ! 
Each  raging  storm  that  wildly  blows, 
Each  balmy  gale  that  lifts  the  rose, 
Sublimely  grand,  or  softly  (w. 
They  speak  of  Thee,  for  Thou  art  there. 


,f 


•  t! 


-'^a.e'er  our  though,, 
St.  I  magne,-Iike  the  hea 

And  points,  all  trembi, 
"«  «nno.  shield  a  trou 
Beneath  the  confine,  of  , 

*<"  Thou  the  living  God 

ye^f„  beyond  .he  cloud 
"  «  land  where  the 

'»  'hose  fair  «^„,  ,^  J^ 
How  many  .  ,„,^       ' 

That  sparkle,  fro„  Thy 


*     •  "i 


'"H*    »B«KD    a 


Tht  caire  ia  «~.-,j 
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Away!  away!  the  laughing  waters,  playing, 
Break  on  the  fragrant  shore  in  ripples  blue. 

And  the  green  leaves  unto  the  breeze  are  laying 
Their  shining  edges,  fringed  with  drops  of  dew ; 

And,  here  and  there,  a  wild  flower  lifts  its  head, 

RefreshM  with  sudden  life  from  many  a  sunbeam  shed. 

How  sweet  thy  voice  will  sound !  for  o'er  yon  river 
The  wing  of  silence,  like  a  dream,  is  laid, 

And  naught  is  heard  save  where  the  wood-boughs  quiver, 
Making  rich  spots  of  trembling  light  and  shade. 

And  a  new  rapture  thy  wild  spirit  fills. 

For  joy  is  on  the  breeze,  and  mom  upon  the  hills. 

Now,  like  the  aspen,  plays  each  quivering  feather 

Of  thy  swift  pinion,  bearing  thee  along. 
Up,  where  the  morning  stars  once  sang  together, 

To  pour  the  fulness  of  thine  own  rich  song; 
And  now  thou'rt  mirrorM  to  my  dazzled  view, 
A  little  dusky  speck  amid  a  world  of  blue. 

Yet  I  will  shade  mine  eye  and  still  pursue  thee, 

As  thou  dost  melt  in  soft  ethereal  air. 
Till  angel-ones,  sweet  bird,  will  bend  to  view  thee. 

And  cease  their  hymns  awhile  thine  own  to  share; 
And  there  thou  art,  with  light  clouds  round  thee  furPd, 
Just  poised  beneath  yon  vault,  that  arches  o'er  the  world. 

A  free  wild  spirit  unto  thee  is  given. 

Bright  minstrel  of  the  blue  celestial  dome ! 

For  thou  wilt  wander  to  yon  upper  heaven,  * 

And  bathe  thy  plumage  in  the  sunbeam's  home; 

AuJ,  soaring  upward  from  thy  dizzy  height 

On  free  and  fearless  wing,  be  lost  to  human  sight 

Lute  of  the  summer  clouds !  whilst  thou  art  singing 
Unto  thy  Maker  thy  soft  matin  hymn. 


Forever  !  '  '*  '*''« 

Though  .in,ple  .^n.   *  ""' 
i"e  are  my  atming, 

^"^  now,  Arewcll '  th^  «m 

'  ley  flow,  uncnltared  -.  T 
*:«»  my  free  thougbJ^.T  *' 


«    ♦ 


^«  flowe„  A.. 

S-ee.  slU  ':f  ""'*'  "^^ 
^-  '"en  one  fo^;  ^  '^^^^^^ 

To  „»  ^  wTe  r    *~''*' 
She  »».  ,K        , .    ""*  "•«»>  to 
«  '^as  the  golden  thread   tu 
'n  one  bright  ^i.  .    "*"'  «» 
Till  Death  ^u."^"  ''^^her 
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Tet,  round  the  buds,  ihough  widely  scatter^i 

The  BBme  soft  perfume  still  we  find; 
And  thus,  although  the  tie  is  broken 

That  link'd  us  round  onr  mother's  knee, 
The  memory  of  words  we've  spoken. 

When  we  were  children  light  and  free, 
Will,  like  the  perfume  of  each  blossom, 

Live  in  our  hearts  where'er  we  roam, 
As  when  we  slept  oo  one  fond  bosom, 

And  dwelt  within  one  happy  home. 

I  know  that  changes  have  come  o'er  us ; 

Sweet  Sisters!  we  are  not  the  same, 
For  diSerent  paths  now  lie  before  us, 

And  all  three  hare  a  different  name; 
And  yet,  if  sorrow's  dimming  fingt-rs 

Have  shadow'd  o'er  each  youthful  brow, 
So  much  of  light  around  them  linger* 

I  cannot  ti«ce  those  shadows  now. 
Ye  both  have  those  who  love  ye  only, 

Whose  dearest  hopes  are  round  you  thrown, 
While,  like  a  stream  that  wanders  lonely, 

Am  I,  the  youngest,  wildest  one. 

My  heart  is  like  the  wind,  thai  beareth 

Sweet  scents  upon  its  unseen  wing — 
The  wind .'  that  for  no  crealnre  careth. 

Yet  slealeth  sweets  from  every  thing; 
It  hsih  rich  thoughts  for  ever  leaping 

Up,  like  the  waves  of  flashing  seas. 
That  with  their  music  still  are  keeping 

Soft  time  with  every  fitful  breeze; 
Each  leaf  that  in  tlie  bright  air  quivere, 

The  sounds  from  hidden  solitudes, 
And  the  deep  flow  of  far-off  nvers. 

And  the  loud  rush  of  many  floods ; 


Above  us  ill  the  qUi 
Veiling  the  moon's  pal 
Like  a  dark  spirit  br 

But,  Sisters!  those  wild 

Yours!  ye  would  not 
To  gaze  upon  the  stars 

To  hear  the  wind's  w 
Ye'd  rather  look  on  ami. 

And  linger  round  a  ch< 
Than  mark  the  stars'  bri( 

As  they  peep  out  upon 
But,  Sisters!  aa  the  stars  < 

Shrink  from  day's  golde 
And,  melting  in  the  depths 

Veil  their  soft  beams  wit 
So  shall  we  pass,  the  joyo 

The  fond,  the  young,  lil 
Till  every  link  of  earth  be 

To  form  in  heaven  one 


THE     AMERICA 


SwoRD  of  our  gallant  fathers,  defi 
Of  Washington  upon  the  field  and 
Well  might  Columbia's  foemen  be 
For  each  hand  wp«  ^ — 


Thou  'rt  still  the  scouTge  of  lyranta,  the  saTeguard  of  the  free, 
And  nay  God  desert  our  bannei  when  we  suirendeT  thee ! 

Swoid  of  a  thousand  victoriea !  thy  gplendoura  led  the  way, 
When  our  warriors  trod  the  battle-lielil  in  terrible  array; 
Thon  wert  seen  amid  ihe  carnage,  like  an  angel  in  thy  wrath ; 
The  vanquishM  and  the  vanquisher  besttew'd  thy  gory  path; 
The  life-blood  of  the  haughty  foe  made  red  the  slippery  sod 
Where  thy  crimson  blade  descended  like  the  lightning  glance 

of  God! 
They  pourM  their  ranks  like  autumn  leaves,  their  life-blood  as 

the  sea, 
Bnt  they  battled  for  a  tynnt— we  battled  to  be  free! 

Sword  of  a  thousand  heroes,  how  holy  is  thy  blade. 

So  often  drawn  by  Valour's  arm,  by  gentle  Pity's  slay'd! 

The  warrior   breathes  his   vow  by  thee,  and   seals   it  with  a 

He  never  gives  a  holier  pledge,  he  asks  no  more  than  this; 
And,  when  he  girds  thee  to  his  side  with  battle  in  his  foce, 
He  feels  within  his  single  arm  the  strength  of  all  his  tace; 
He  shrines  thee  in  his  noble  breast,  with  all  things  bright  and 

And  may  God  desert  hie  standard,  when  he  surrenden  thee  I 

Sword  of  our  country's  battles !  for  ever  mayst  thou  prove, 
Amid  Columbia's  freemen,  the  thundertmlt  of  Jove; 
Where  like  a  youthful  victress,  with  her  holy  dag  uafurPd, 
She  sits  amid  the  nations,  the  empress  of  the  world. 
Behold  the  heaven-bom  goddess,  in  her  glory  and  increase, 
Exteoding  in  hei  lovely  hands  the  olive-branch  of  peace, 
Thy  gliilenng  steel  is  girded  on,  the  safeguard  of  the  free. 
And  may  God  desert  her  standard  when  she  suirendera  theel 
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I  HAVK  a  lair  and  gmlle  friend, 

Whow  heart  ia  pure,  I  Teen, 
As  ever  wu  a  maiden's  heart 

At  jojrous  aeventeen ; 
She  dwells  among  ua  like  a  star, 

That,  from  ita  bower  of  bliaa, 
Looks  down,  yet  gathers  not  a  stain 

From  aught  it  sees  in  this. 

1  do  not  mean  that  flattery 
Has  ever  reach'd  her  ear; 

1  only  say  its  syren  song 
Has  no  efiect  on  her; 

For  she  is  all  simplicity, 
A  creature  soft  and  mild  — 

Though  on  the  eve  of  u-amsiihoocl, 


AMELIA    B.WELBY.  483 

For  every  tear  that  gems  her  eye. 

From  her  young  bosom  flows 
Like  dew-drops  from  a  golden  star. 

Or  perfume  from  a  rose. 

For  e'en  in  life's  delicious  spring, 

We  oft  have  memories 
That  throw  around  our  sunny  hearts 

A  transient  cloud  of  sighs; 
For  a  wondrous  change  within  the  heart 

At  that  sweet  time  is  wrought, 
When  on  the  heart  is  softly  laid 

A  spell  of  deeper  thought. 

And  she  has  reachM  that  lovely  time, 

That  sweet  poetic  age, 
When  to  the  eye  each  floweret's  leaf 

Seems  like  a  glowing  page; 
For  a  beauty  and  a  mystery 

About  the  heart  are  thrown,  ' 

When  childhood's  merry  laughter  yields 

To  girlhood's  softer  tone. 

I  do  not  know  if  round  her  heart 

Love  yet  hath  thrown  his  wing, 
I  rather  think  she's  like  myself. 

An  April-hearted  thing; 
I  only  know  that  she  is  fiiir, 

And  loves  me  passing  well; 
But  who  this  gentle  maiden  is 

I  feel  not  free  to  tell. 
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Mim  Lewis,  now  Mrs.  Campbt 
Williamsport,  Lycominjj  County, 
parents  removed  to  Towanda,  Bradl 
the  happiest  })eriod  of  her-  childhc 
amidst  the  choicest  beauties  of  natui 
harmony  of  woods,  and  streams,  and  \ 
music  of  her  thoughts.    Her  fiither, 
lawyer  and  jud^,  a  man  of  fine  tasi 
fitted  for  the  task  he  never  wearied 
rich  developments  of  his  daughter's  m 
sent  to  a  seminary  at  Bethlehem,  and 
school  at  Philadelphia,  she  was  educati 
by  the  society  and  conversation  of  her 
only  fourteen ;  and  everything  that  has 
name,  was  written  during  the  space  of 
When  yet  a  girl,  she  was  married  to  1 
bar,  in  Pottsville,  where  they  now  rec 
she  in  her  domestic  life,  as  to  have  vei 
pen.    May  this  happiness  be  as  lasting  i 
is  the  beauty  and  freshness  of  her  poeti 
press  tiie  hope  that  they  may  not  be  suf 
of  proper  attention. 

DBBAM 

Many,  oh!  man,  are  the  wild 
Thy  spirit  of  its  restlessness, 
Thou  rushest  onward,  some  n 
Like  the  rn-*'  - 
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Linger,  and  revel  in  ihy  first  young  dreaming, 
The  hnlieat  tlut  con  thrill  thy  yearning  heart, 
Husband  the  precious  moments,  the  brief  Teeling 
Of  youthful  ecstasy  will  soon  depitrL 
Seek  not  to  win  loo  soon  thai  which  thow  lowest, 
When  winning  will  but  break  the  magic  spell; 
Love  on,  but  seek  not,  elrive  not, — >lhe  attainment 
Will  cloy  thy  fickle  heart,  ihy  dream  dispel. 

Vain  is  the  warning.'     Death  as  soon  will  listen 

To  the  beseechings  of  his  stricken  prey ; 

Or  Time  will  larry  when  the  cowering  nations 

Shrink  from  their  desolating  destiny.' 

Thou  art  as  fierce  as  fate  in  thy  pursuing ; 

Thou  art  impetuous  as  the  flight  of  Time ; 

And  didat  thou  love  a  star,  thy  mad  presuming 

Would  pluck  it  from  high  heaven,  and  dim  its  shine. 

And  now  Ambition,  like  a  radiant  angel. 

Attracts  thy  vision,  and  enchains  thy  thought; 

Ambition  is  thy  god,  and  thou  art  laying 

Thy  all  before  the  insatiate  Juggernaut; 

The  health,  the  strength,  which  crown'd  thy  youth  with 

The  friends  who  loved  thee  in  thy  early  day. 

The  clinging  love  which  once  thy  bosom  cheriah'd;  — 

All  these  are  cast,  like  worthless  weeds,  away. 

Take  now  the  prize  for  which  thou  'st  madly  barier'd, 
Thy  first,  beat  treasures;  and  in  lonely  grief 
Enjoy  Fame's  emptiness,  and  broken-hearted, 
Feed  on  the  poison  of  my  laurel  leaf; 
Then,  sated,  turn  in  hitter  disappointment 
From  the  applause  of  flattery's  fawning  troop, 
And  curse,  within  thy  cheated  heart's 
Ambition's  demon,  and  thyself  his  dupe .' 
41* 
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T  is  sad  to  see  Age,  in  hi 
The  withered  leaves  beside 

Yes,  many  are  thy  dreams, 
Hath  but  one  vision,  and  it 
Faith)  Hope,  and  Charity,  (n 
In  her  meek  bosom  dwell, 
Combined  in  unit;  and  an 
Whose  name  is  Love,  dema 
And  she,  e*en  as  the  Hindo< 
The  blind  devotion  of  her  h 
And  when  her  god  of  clay  1 
Earth  can  enchant  no  more; 
Laying  her  crushM  heart  on 
Love  was  her  heaven,  now  \ 

A    CONV B  8 

Thbt  are  not  tears  of 
Then,  dearest,  chide 

I  weep  with  very  than 
For  this,  my  blessed 

I  think  me  of  the  rose 
And  tears  will  fall  1 

I  turn  me  to  my  presc 
And  forth  they  gush 

The  Da«t-  ♦'^'*  "' 
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Tbe  houn  weat  by  aa  angels  would 
When  forced  from  heaven  to  roami 

Each  gaTe  a  blewing  as  it  past, 
And  hasten'd  to  its  home. 

The  memoriei  of  those  v&niah'd  hours 
Throng  round  me  like  a  spell, 

And  charm  these  drops  of  tenderness 
Up  from  their  secret  celL 

Yet,  lave,  I  would  not  barter  now 

The  luxury  of  these  tears. 
For  all  the  joys  that  woo  my  thoughts 

Back  to  those  by-gone  years! 

For  though  my  heart,  blithe  as  a  bird, 
From  flower  to  flower  would  rove, 

II  had  not  known  thy  tenderness, 
It  had  not  felt  thy  lore! 


LINES    AT    RIOHT. 

I  HATK  wander'd  in  the  moonlight, 

And  my  brow  hss  met  the  breeie, 
With  its  foreai-freight  of  odours, 

And  its  soughing  like  the  seaa. 
I  have  liaten'd  to  the  night-bird, 

As  she  chaunts  her  mellow  lay; 
But  my  heart  is  very  heavy, 

And  I  would  be  br  away. 

The  breeze  may  journey  onward 
With  its  restless,  rusiling  wings; 

The  bird  may  ease  her  bosom, 
When  her  sadden'd  lay  she  aiogs; 

But  my  sorrow  must  be  voiceless, 
Or  but  spoken  when  I  piay, 


, .,    ■  tombstone,  ct 
^"^  -^y,  Aen,  c« 
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They  stood  with  lipa  all  proudlj'  curl'd, 

And  brows  bent  down  in  ire, 
And  eyes,  that  on  the  trailoress 

Fluh'd  forth  their  haughty  fire, 

As  though  they  'd  iear  her  very  soul 

With  their  consuming  BCom ; 
Such  deep  disdain,  a  noble  heart 

Had  never  brook'd  or  borne. 

In  his  right  hand  each  warrior  claspM 

His  blade,  all  etain'd  with  gore. 
While  on  his  stout  left  arm,  a  shield 

or  massive  weight  he  bore ; 
And  round  that  arm  a  htacelet  bright 

Was  bound  —  of  shining  gold: 
Twaa  for  those  gleaming  bands,  that  Rome, 

Proud  boasting  Rome,  was  sold. 

All  silently  ihey  stood,  when  hark ! 

Their  lord  and  chieftain  speaks ; 
**  Ha !  this  is  well ;  her  just  reward 

From  us,  Tarpeia  seeks. 

Thy  heritage  —  is  Rome's  deep  hate; 

Thy  memory — lasting  shame; 
And  ihoo  hast  wedded  to  a  curse 

Thy  once  unlarniah'd  name. 

Thy  father  is  the  prey  of  worms, 

His  life-blood  stains  my  blade; 
Thy  city  is  one  mighty  bier 

On  which  her  sons  are  laid. 

Thy  home, —  earth  does  not  hold  a  spot 

Loathsome  enough  for  thee, 
And  one  long  life  of  bitter  woe, 

or  torture,  agony, 
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From  Sabines  due  U 
Warriors,  on  your  left 
I'he  price  of  treache 

He  threw  to  her  the  bi 
Imperial  Rome  was  I 

And  there  upon  the  trai 
His  heavy  shield  he  t 

She  fell  beneath  it,  with 
One  agonizing  moan, 

While  fast  the  weighty  s 
And  golden  bracelets  tl 

Buried  beneath  her  infim93 
CnishM  'neath  her  wei| 

Her  ignominious  monumei 
Of  her  reward  was  buil 


< « 


%^A«WW^M«^A^MMAM^M« 


SARA  J.  GL 


Wa*  hnm  J"  - 


SABA    J.     CLABSG.  491 

wbieb  dicplajed  ao  much  wit  and  keen  observation,  ifae  wrola  under  « 
feigned  aignatiiro ;  aod  it  ia  onlj  within  a  very  short  time  that  Sar«  J. 
Cluke  and  Grace  Greenwood  are  known  to  be  the  same  penwii.  She 
has  recently  conducted  The  Lady's  Paper,  for  Mr.  Godey  of  Philadel- 
phia ;  her  home,  however,  i«  still  in  New  Brighton.  Her  nont-de-guerre 
was  very  happily  chosen.  It  ia  descriptive  of  her  genius;  Ibr  her  style  ' 
both  in  prose  and  »er»e  posnewcs  a  natural  grace ;  while  her  thoughtsand 
feelings  have,  assuredly,  as  much  freedom  and  freshness,  health,  joy, 
and  harntony,  as  is  foond  of  a  May  morning,  in  the  merrie  greenwood. 
Although  she  is  decidedly  original,  and  evidently  too  honest  and  too 
proiid  to  copy,  yet  she  strongly  reminds  us  of  Eliza  Cook.  The  game 
noble  enthuiiaaoi,  the  same  high-spirited  independence,  the  same  gena- 
nus  and  &r-reaching  sympathy,  and  the  same  love — bold,  free,  and 
fearless — of  nature  and  adventure,  characterize  both.  In  the  heart- 
arousing  Voieet  from  iht  Old  WnrU,  and  the  dashing  Morning  Ruit, 
this  reaemUanee  u  very  observable ;  it  is  not  to  be  seen,  however,  in 
the  skilfiil  and  nervous  poem  on  Ariadne,  wbwe  featares  remiod  oi  of 
DO  other,  in  their  lofty  scorn,  and  atioging  latire. 


The  demi-gnd,  Thssmu.  ha*ini|  won  Iha  Ion  of  Ariidna,  dsaghlor  of  (be 
King  of  Crele,  dsMried  her  an  the  iile  of  Naios.     In   Min   BrsDMr*! 

"H Fsmily."  the  blind  girl  ii  deKribed  aa  liniini  ••  AriaibK  d 

Kaxot,"  in  which  Ariadne  ia  repmcnlid  aa  following  Thaaeua,  climbing  > 
bi(h  rock  to  walch  bia  dapaiting  le—el,  and  calling  upon  bim,  in  her  daa- 


Daucihter  of  Crete — how  one  brief  hour, 

E'en  in  thy  young  love's  early  mom, 
Sends  starm  and  darkness  o'er  thy  bower — 

Oh  doom'd,  oh  desolate,  oh  lorn ! 
The  breast  which  pillow'd  thy  fair  bea,d 
Rejects  its  burden  —  and  the  eye 
Which  look'd  its  Inve  so  earnestly, 
Its  last  cold  glance  hath  on  thee  shed;  — 
The  arms  which  were  thy  living  zone, 
Around  thee  closely,  warmly  thrown, 
Shell  others  clasp — 'deserted  one! 
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Cold  intere8^  or  selfish  pride 

Can  chill,  or  stay,  or  turn  a: 

Is  all  too  poor  and  mean  a  i 

One  shade  o'er  woman's  bro) 

Of  grief,  regret,  or  fear;  — 

To  cloud  one  morning's  gold 

Disturb  the  sweet  dreams  of  , 

To  cause  the  soft  hah  of  her 

To  droop  one  moment  mourn 

Or  tremble  with  one  tew! 

Tis  thou  should'st  triumph  — 
From  chains  which  bound  ti 

This,  this  the  fiuttweU  meet  fo 
Proud  Princess  on  that  lone) 

«Go— to  thine  Athens  bear  thy 

Go,  base  betrayer  of  a  holy 

Oh,  I  could  bow  me  in  my  utt 

And  lay  my  crimson  forehead 

If  1  had  ever  loved  thee  as  thoi 

Folding  mean  fiilsehood  to  my  1 

"But  thus  I  loved  thee  not— Bef 

A  being  glorious  in  majestic  p 

And  breathed  his  lovi>  .n^ :, 
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"  I  knew  thee  not  s  creature  of  my  dreanw, 
And  my  rapt  soul  went  floating  inio  thine! 
My  love  around  ihee  pour'd  such  halo-beams, 

Had'nt  thoD  been  true  had  made  thee  all  divine — 
Aud  I,  too,  seem'd  immortal  in  my  blisa, 
When  my  glad  lip  ibrillM  lo  thy  burning  kiss! 

"Shrunken  and  shrivell'd  into  Theseus  now 

Thou  stand'sl.  Behold  the  gods  have  blown  away 
The  airy  ctown  that  glittered  on  thy  brow  — 

The  gorgeous  robes  which  wrapp'd  ihee  for  a  day; 
Around  ihee  scarce  one  fluttering  fragment  clings  — 
A  poor  lean  beggar  iu  all  glorious  things! 

^'Nor  will  I  deign  to  cast  on  thee  my  hate  — 
It  were  s  ray  to  tinge  with  splendour  still 
The  dull,  dim  twilight  of  thy  aflet  I'ale  — 

Thou  shall  pass  from  me  like  a  dream  of  ill  — 
Thy  name  be  but  a  thing  that  crouching  stole 
like  a  poor  thief,  all  noiseless  from  my  soul! 

**  Though  thou  hast  dared  to  steal  the  sacred  flame 
From  out  that  houI's  high  heaven,  she  sets  thee  free; 
Or  only  chains  ihee  with  thy  sounding  shame  — 

Her  memory  is  no  Caucasus  for  thee; 
And  e'en  her  hovering  hate  would  o'er  thee  Aing 
Too  much  of  glory  from  its  shadowy  wing! 

"Thou  think'st  to  leave  my  life  a  lonely  night — 

Ha!  it  is  nighl  all  glorious  with  its  stars! 

Hopes  yet  unclouded  beaming  forth  their  light, 

And  free  thoughts  rolling  in  their  silver  cars  I 
And  queenly  pride,  serene,  and  cold,  and  high, 
Moves  the  Diana  of  its  calm,  clear  sky ! 

"  If  poor  and  humbled  thou  believes!  me, 
Mole  of  a  demi-god,  how  blind  art  ibon. 
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Thou  watchest  his  receding 
Where  thou,  the  daughter  ol 
Wail'st  like  a  wind-harp's  bi 
Bend'st  like  a  weak  and  will 
Before  a  summer  evening's  si 
There  should'st  thou  rear  th] 
Like  a  young  oak  amid  the  c 

Uncrush'd,  unbowed,  unriye 
Let  thy  last  glance  bum  thro; 
And  fiill  fiir  down  upon  him 

Like  lightning-«troke  from  1 

There  should'st  thon  mark  oh 
His  white  sail  flutter  and  de 

No  wild  fears  suiting  at  thy  I 
No  vain  hopes  quivering  roc 

And  this  brief,  burning  prayer 

Leap  from  thy  lips  to  Jove's  h 

^Just  Jove!    Thy  wrathful  veng 

And  speed  the  traitor  on  his  ¥ 

Make  vain  the  Syren's  silver  si 

Let  Nereids  smile  the  wave  ale 

O'er  the  wild  waters  send  his 

Like  a  swiA  arrow  to  its  mark 
Let  whirl win/i»  — **-- 
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TOICBS     FROM    THE    OLD    WORLD. 

A  TOiCB  from  out  the  HighUnilB, 

Old  Scotia's  mountain  homea, 
From  wild  bum-side  and  darkaome  glen, 

And  towering  steep  it  comes! 
Is  it  the  shout  of  huntsmen  bold, 

Who  chase  the  antler'd  slag, 
Who  sound  the  horn,  and  cheer  the  hounds, 

And  leap  from  crag  to  crag  i 
Is  it  the  call  of  rising  clans, 

The  cry  of  gathering  men  ? 
Pours  freedom's  rocky  fortress  forth 

Its  Gaelic  hordes  again  P 
Throng  round  the  Scottish  chieftains 

Such  hosts  as  long  ago 
In  mountain  storms  of  valour 

Swept  down  upon  the  foe  ? 
When  hoarse  and  deep  like  thunder 

Their  shouts  of  vengeful  wrath. 
And  the  lightning  of  drawn  claymores 

Flash'd  out  upon  their  path  P 

Far  other  are  the  fearful  sounds 

Borne  o'er  the  wintry  wave, 
The  cry  of  mortal  agony, 

The  death-groans  of  the  brave ! 
For  once  a  foe  invincible 

The  kilted  Gael  hath  found; 
At  length  one  field  beholds  him  yield  — 

Starvation's  battle-ground ! 
Thus,  thus  came  forth  the  mountaineers, 

Pale,  gaunt,  and  ghostly  hands, 
Who  westward  turn  their  frenzied  eyes, 

And  stretch  their  shrivell'd  hands  ; 
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Stout  warrior-men  and 
With  Wallace  battled  side 

And  bled  at  Bannockbu 
Where  freedom's  new  woi 

Where  western  sunsets 
A  nation  with  one  mighty 

Gives  back  the  answer, - 
Tis  ours,  Uis  ours,  the  g 

To  bid  doomed  thousanc 
Then  let  ns  on  the  water 

The  bread  of  our  repriev 
Give,  give!  when  Scotia^s  \ 

Oh,  heaven,  who  would 

And  forms  of  womanhood  a 

The  matron  and  the  maid 
Strange,  haggard,  famine-was 

In  tattered  garbs  array'd, 
And  these  are  they  whose  I 

Are  famed  in  song  and  st 
And  these  are  they  whose  i 

Are  linkM  with  Scotland'! 
Ah,  they  too  gaze  with  dim 

Out  o'er  the  western  mail 
While  there  are  beating  wor 

They  shall  not  gaze  in  t 
We  rest  not  till 
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A  *oice  from  Erin's  itoried  isle 

Comet  sweeping  o'er  the  main; 
Ha!  calls  she  oa  her  sons  to  strike 

For  freedom  once  again? 
Or  rises  from  her  heart  of  fire 

The  pealing  roice  of  song, 
Or  rolls  the  tide  of  eloquence 

The  burdened  air  along  ? 
Or  ringeth  out  some  lay  <^  love 

By  blue-eyed  maidens  sung, 
Or  sweeter,  dearer  music  yet, 

The  laughter  of  the  young  ? 

Fat  other  is  that  fearful  voice, 

A  sound  of  woe  and  dread, 
'T  IB  Erin  mourning  for  her  sons, 

The  dying  and  the  dead ! 
They  perish  in  the  open  fields, 

They  bll  beside  the  way, 
Or  lie  within  their  hovel-homes, 

Their  bed,  the  damp  cold  clay, 
And  watch  the  sluggish  tide  of  life 

Ebb  slowly  day  by  day ! 
They  sink  as  sinks  the  mariner 

When  wreck'd  upon  the  wave, 
**  Unknell'd,  uncoffin'd,  and  unknown,** 

No  winding'sheel,  no  grave! 

To  us  her  cry;  be  onr  reply 

Bread-laden  argosies; 
Let  love's  divine  armada  meet 

Her  fearful  enemies; 
Qive,  give,  and  feel  the  smile  of  Ood 

Upon  thy  spirit  lie; 
Draw  back,  and  let  thy  poor  soul  hear 

Its  angel's  parting  sigh. 
43*  2a 


To  w^te  upon  the  air 
And  mothers  wan  and  fei 

Beside  their  hearths  are 
And  maiden  forms,  while 

To  skeletons  are  shrink 
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Ho!  freight  the  good  ship 

Pile  high  the  golden  gn 
A  nation^s  life-boat  spreads 

God  speed  her  o'er  the 
His  peace  shall  calm  the  s 

And  rest  upon  the  water 
Give,  give !  oh  heayen,  wh< 

When  perish  Erin's  daugi 
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When  troubled  in  spirit^  when  wear} 
When  I  faint  'neath  its  burdens,  and 
When  its  fruits  tumM  to  ashes  are  n 
And  its  fairest  scene  seems  but  a  des 
Then  come  ye  not  near  me  mj  ted 
With  friendship's  soft  accents,  or  eyu 
No  counsel  I  ask,  and  no  pity  T  nee 
But  bring  me,  oh,  bring  me,  my  galli 
With  his  high  arch'd  neck  and  hi«  «< 
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The  bonds  are  all  brokeo  which  fetter'd  my  mind, 

And  my  cares  borne  avay  on  the  wings  or  the  wind! 

My  pride  lifls  its  head,  for  a  season  bow'd  down. 

And  the  queen  in  my  nature  now  puis  on  her  crown. 

Now  we're  off',  like  the  winds,  to  the  plains  whence  they  came, 

And  the  rapture  or  motion  is  thrilling  my  Traine. 

On,  on  speeds  my  couraer,  scarce  printing  the  sod, 

Scaree  cnisliing  a  daisy  to  mark  where  he  trod. 

On,  on,  like  a  deer,  when  the  hounds'  early  bay 

Awakes  the  wild  echoes,  away  and  away! 

S^ll  Taster,  still  Tarther  he  leaps  at  my  cheer. 

Till  the  rush  of  the  startled  air  whirrs  in  my  e«r! 

Now  *long  a  clear  rivulet  lieth  my  track, 

See  his  glancing  hnoT  tossing  the  white  pebbles  back ; 

Now  a  glen  dark  as  midnight — what  matter — we'll  down, 

Though  shadows  are  round  us,  and  rocks  o'er  us  frown,^ 

The  thick  branches  shake,  as  we're  hurrying  through, 

And  deck  us  with  spangles  of  silvery  dew ! 

What  a  wild  thought  of  triumph,  that  this  girlish  hand 

Such  a  steed  in  the  might  of  his  strength  may  command! 

What  a  glorious  creature!     Ah,  glance  at  him  now, 

As  I  check  him  awhile  on  this  green  hillock's  brow, 

How  he  tosses  his  mane,  with  a  shrill,  joyous  neigh, 

And  paws  t)ie  firm  earth  in  his  proud,  stalely  play ! 

Hurrah,  off  again,  dashmg  on,  as  in  ire. 

Till  the  long  flinty  pathway  is  flashing  with  fire ! 

Ho,  a  ditch! — shall  we  pause?     No,  the  bold  leap  we  dare, 

Like  a  swifWwinged  arrow  we  rush  through  the  air. 

Oh!  not  all  the  pleasures  thai  poets  may  praise, 

Not  the  'wildering  waltz  in  the  ball-room's  blaze. 

Nor  the  chivalrous  joust,  nor  the  daring  race, — 

Nor  the  swift  regatta,  nor  merry  chase, — 

Nor  the  sail  high  heaving  watera  o'er, — 

Nor  the  rural  dance  on  the  moonlight  shore, 

Can  the  wdd  and  fearless  joy  exceed, 

or  a  fearless  leap  on  a  fiery  steed. 
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This  young  poetess,  so  richly  endowe 
grace,  is  a  native  of  Hudson,  New  Yo 
Bradley ;  her  own  baptismal  name — ^Eknil 
chiefly  at  Hudson,  and  at  fourteen,  wei 
at  New  Hampton,  New  Hampshire,  wh 
branches  of  a  young  lady's  education,  she 
matics.    For  these,  however,  she  felt  no  k 
problems,  and  her  own  living  imagination  i 
dead  languages.    While  at  school  her  firsi 
lished,  principally  in  NeaPs  Gazette,  a  per 
commenced  in  Philadelphia.    Its  editor,  tl 
a  gentleman  of  great  wit  and  varied  talen 
of  the  inimitable  **  Charcoal  Sketches,**  begi 
young  contributor  soon  after  she  left  school. 
AUce  Lee,  he  mistook  for  her  real  name ;  t 
year's  epistolary  intercourse  ended  in  clos 
closer  union,  —  he  persuaded  her  to  adopt  tli 
He  lived  but  six  months  after  his  marriage 
short  period  was  ckwided  by  the  melanchol 
his  life.    During  hie  indisposition,  Mrs.  Nea! 
duties ;  and  now,  in  connection  with  Mr.  C 
the  supervision  of  the  paper,  which  still  bei 
sides  this,  she  is  a  constant  contributor  to  I 
annuals  of  the  day. 

Her  poems  possess  great  fervour  of  feelin 
thought,  and  a  deli^^htfiil  fw*^- 
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binatioii,  especially  in  those  who  have  yet  to  undergo  the  hard  ex- 
periences of  life.**  The  following  poem,  so  touching  in  its  simple 
eloquence,  was  not  the  creation  of  fancy  only,  but  of  memory  also,  for 
when  a  child  Mrs.  Neal  suffered  for  several  months  the  anguish  of  total 
blindness. 


blind! 

TAET    X. 

The  hand  of  ths  operator  wavered  —  the  initrament  glanced  aiide — in  a 
moment  she  was  blind  for  life.  ^  MS» 

Blind,  said  you?    Blind  for  life! 
Tis  but  a  jest  —  no,  no,  it  cannot  be 
That  I  no  more  the  blessed  light  may  see! 

Oh,  what  a  fearful  strife 
Of  horrid  thought  is  raging  in  my  mind ! 
I  did  not  hear  aright— "for  ever  blind!" 

Mother,  you  would  not  speak 
Aught  but  the  truth  to  me,  your  stricken  child*, 
Tell  me  I  do  but  dream;  my  brain  is  wild. 

And  yet  my  heart  is  weak. 
Oh,  mother,  fold  me  in  a  close  embrace. 
Bend  down  to  me  that  dear,  that  gentle  fisice. 

I  cannot  hear  your  voice! 
Speak  louder,  mother.     Speak  to  me,  and  say 
This  frightful  dream  will  quickly  pass  away. 

Have  I  no  hope,  no  choice? 
Oh,  Heaven,  with  light,  has  sound,  too,  from  me  fled ! 
Call,  shout  aloud,  as  if  to  wake  the  dead. 

Thank  God!  I  hear  you  now. 
I  hear  the  beating  of  your  troubled  heart, 
With  every  woe  of  mine  it  has  a  part; 

Upon  my  upturned  brow 
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.«k  uiiier,  Duming  flood, 
Fall  on  my  face,  and  now  or 
Confirms  the  dreadful  truth  m 

Why  weep  you?  I  am  cal 
My  wan  lip  quivers  not,  my  1 
My  swollen  temples— see,  the 

That  word  was  as  a  charm. 
Tell  me  the  worst,  all,  all  I  n 
I  have  a  fearful  strength  —  that 

What  is  it  to  be  blind  ? 
To  be  shut  out  for  ever  from 
To  see  no  more  the  ^  light  of 

And,  as  years  pass,  to  find 
My  lot  unvaried  by  one  passing 
Of  the  bright  woodland,  or  the 

To  feel  the  breath  of  Spring, 
Yet  not  to  view  one  of  the  tin} 
That  come  from  out  the  earth  n 

To  hear  the  bright  birds  sing 
And  feel,  while  listening  to  theii 
My  heart  can  ne^er  know  happu 

Then  in  the  solemn  night 
To  lie  alone,  while  all  anear  mi 
And  fancy  fearful  forms  about  n 
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And  as  my  breath  came  thick 
To  feel  the  hideous  darkness  round  me  press, 
Adding  new  terror  to  my  lonelineBs; 

While  every  pulse  leapt  quick 
To  clutch  and  greap  at  the  black,  stifling  air, 
Then  eink  in  stupor  from  my  wild  despair. 

It  comes  upon  me  now! 
I  cannot  breathe,  my  heart  grows  quick  and  chill, 
Oh,  mother,  are  your  arms  about  me  still  — 

Still  o'er  me  do  you  bow  ? 
And  yet  I  care  not,  better  all  alone, 
No  one  to  heed  my  weakness  should  I  moan. 

Again!  I  will  not  live. 
Death  is  no  worse  than  this  eternal  night — 
Those  resting  in  the  grave  heed  not  the  light ! 

Small  comfort  can  ye  give. 
Tea,  Death  is  welcome  as  my  only  friend, 
In  the  calm  grave  my  sorrows  will  have  end. 

Talk  not  to  me  of  hope ! 
Have  you  not  told  me  it  ia  all  in  vain  — 
That  while  1  live  I  may  not  see  again  i 

That  earth,  and  the  broad  scope 
Of  the  blue  heaven  —  that  all  things  glad  and  free 
Henceforth  are  hidden  —  tell  of  hope  to  me? 

It  is  not  hard  to  lie 
Calmly  and  silently  in  that  long  sleep; 
No  fear  can  wake  me  from  that  slumber  deep. 

So,  mother  —  let  me  die; 
I  shall  be  happier  in  the  gentle  rest 
Than  living  with  this  grief  to  All  my  breasL 
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He  would  not  rashly  give 
The  punishment  an  erring  spi 
From  sudden  death,  in  kindne 

It  was  a  fearful  thought 
That  this  fiiir  earth  had  not  o 
I  was  at  once  of  sight  and  ho 

BIy  soul  was  not  yet  taught 
To  bow  submissive  to  the  sud 
Its  crushing  weight  my  heart  \ 

Words  are  not  that  can  tell 
The  horrid  thought  that  burned 
That  came  and  went  with  madi 

A  black  and  icy  spell 
That  froze  my  life-blood,  stoppe< 
Was  laid  upon  me  —  even  *^lift 

Long  weary  months  crept  by, 
And  1  refused  all  comfort,  turner 
Wishing  that  in  my  weakness  I 

T  uttered  no  reply, 
But  without  ceasing  wept,  and  i 
The  hand  of  death  no  longer  m 

I  shunned  the  gaze  of  all. 
I  knew  that  pity  dwelt  in  every 
Pity  e^en  then  my  proud  heart  < 


ALICE    B.    NEAL.  505 

Tou,  dearest  mother,  know 
]  shrank  in  sullenness  from  your  caress. 
Even  your  kisses  added  to  distress, 

For  burning  tears  would  flow 
As  you  bent  o^er  me,  whispering  ^be  calm, 
He  who  hath  wounded  holds  for  thee  a  balm.'' 

^» 

He  did  not  seem  a  friend. 
1  deemM  in  wrath  the  sudden  blow  was  sent 
From  a  strong  arm  that  never  might  relent 

That  pain  alone  would  end 
With  life,  for,  mother,  then  it  seem'd  to  me 
That  long,  and  dreamless,  would  death's  slumber  be. 

That  blessed  illness  came. 
My  weakened  pulse  now  bounded  wild  and  strong, 
While  soon  a  raging  fever  burn'd  along 

My  worn,  exhausted  frame. 
And  for  the  time  all  knowledge  pass'd  away, 
It  mattered  not  that  hidden  was  tlie  day. 

The  odour  of  sweet  flowers 
Came  stealing  through  the  casement  when  I  woke; 
When  the  wild  fever  spell  at  last  was  broke. 

And  yet  for  many  hours 
I  laid  in  dreamy  stillness,  till  your  tone 
OalPd  back  the  life  that  seemM  for  ever  flown. 

Tou,  mother,  knelt  in  prayer. 
While  one  dear  hand  was  resting  on  my  head, 
With  sobbing  voice,  how  fervently  you  plead 

For  a  strong  heart,  to  bear 
The  parting  which  you  feared  —  "Or,  if  she  live, 
Comfort,  oh.  Father!  to  the  stricken  give. 

"Take  from  her  wandering  mind 
The  heavy  load  which  it  so  long  hath  borne. 
Which  even  unto  death  her  frame  hath  worn. 
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ifjy  head  upon  your  breast  a 
And  through  my  weary  so 
A  holy  calm  came  stealing  fr 
Your  prayer  was  answer'd  — 

Then  when  the  belPs  faint 
Came  floating  gently  on  the  b 
My  heart  went  up  to  God  in 

And,  mother,  from  that  time 
My  wild  thoughts  left  me— -ho] 
I  felt  that  happiness  was  yet  ii 

Dally  new  strength  was  girei 
For  the  first  time  since  darknesi 
I  passM  with  more  of  joy  than 

Under  the  free  blue  Heayen. 
]  bathed  my  brow  in  the  cool  ( 
How  much  of  life  those  bright  < 

J  crushM  the  dewy  leaves 
Of  the  pale  violets,  and  drank  tl 
Though  I  had  heard  that  at  eac 

A  sister  blossom  grieves. 
I  did  not  care  to  see  their  glori 
Fearing  the  richer  ptrfwmt  I  mi 

Then  in  ♦»»-  ^* 


For  now  in  truth  1  find 
Hr  Father  alt  his  promuea  hath  kept; 
He  comforta  those  who  here  in  sadness  wept. 

"Eyes  to  the  blind" 
Thou  art,  oh,  God!     Earth  I  no  longer  see, 
Tet  trustTully  my  spirit  looks  to  thee. 


Thb  proudest  motto  for  the  young  I 

Write  it  in  lines  of  gold 
Upon  thy  heart,  and  in  ihy  mind 

The  stirring  words  enfold. 
And  in  misfortune's  dreary  hour, 

Or  fortune's  prosperous  gale, 
'Twill  have  a  holy,  cheering  power, 

"There's  no  such  word  as  fail." 

The  sailor,  on  the  stormy  sea. 

May  sigh  for  distant  land. 
And,  free  and  feariess  though  he  be, 

Wish  they  were  near  the  strand. 
But  when  the  storm  on  angry  wings 

Bears  lightning,  sleet,  and  hail, 
He  clinibs  the  slippery  mast,  and  sings 

"There's  no  such  word  as  fail." 

The  wearied  student  bending  o'er 

The  tomes  of  other  days, 
And  dwelling  on  their  magic  lore, 

For  inspiration  prays. 
And  though  with  toil  his  brain  is  weak, 

His  brow  is  deadly  pale, 
The  language  of  his  heart  will  speak, 

"There's  no  such  word  as  fail." 


He  thinks  at  last  the  woi 
"There's  no  such  wor 

The  soldier  on  the  battle- 
When  thirsting  to  be  f r 
And  Uirow  aside  a  tynmt' 

Says  w  on  for  liberty  f» 

Our  households,  and  our  i 

We  muBiy  we  will,  pre^^ 

Then  foot  to  foot  and  han 

"There's  no  such  word 

The  child  of  God,  though 

By  foes  without  —  withii 
These  precious  words  will 

Amid  their  dreadful  din; 
But  upward  looks  with  eye 

Arm'd  with  the  Christian 
And  in  the  hottest  conflict  i 

"  There 's  no  such  word  ; 


«  • 
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»0    WOT    BLAMB    S 

I  Vb  been  thinking  of  my  faults,  tiU  my 
How  veiy  many  are  the  foe.,  how  few 
And  .till  within  my  hidden  hem  sincere 
Ihe  pncelem  eift  of  hiim.„  i t  .    .. 
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And  then  the  pleamnt  words  that  rose  upon  my  lips  have  died, 
Leaving  me  mournfully  to  crush,  my  sorrow  and  my  pride. 

I  strive  that  I  may  not  oflend,  I  check  each  careless  word, 
I  seek  to  hide  from  other  ears  dark  tales  my  own  have  heard, 
I  would  not,  CTen  by  a  thought,  add  to  another's  grief, 
Tet  oflen  1  have  given  pain,  where  1  would  bring  relief. 

And  sometimes,  when  my  changeful  mood  brings  feehngs  wild 

and  gsiy, 
When  in  my  eagerness  I  cease  to  guard  whate'er  I  say, 
A  word  which  in  itself  was  naught,  is  made  to  seem  unkind. 
Blight  thoughts  for  evil  ones  are  changed,  and  tears  for  smiles 

I  find. 

I  am  lonely,  very  lonely,  my  heart  is  throbbing  fast, 

And  tears  are  gathering  in  my  eyes  for  follies  tikal  are  past; 

Tet  know  I  that  by  suffering  the  spirit  is  made  pure. 

So  I  would  calmly  hear  the  pain  God  wills  1  should  endure. 

MIDITiaHT,   AITD    DArBREAK. 


I  HAD  been  tossing  through  the  restless  night — 
Sleep  banishM  from  my  pillow — and  my  brain 
Weary  with  sense  of  dull  and  stifling  pain — 

Teaming,  and  praying  for  the  blessed  li^t 

My  lips  moan'd  thy  dear  name,  beloved  one; 
Tel  1  had  seen  thee  lying  still  and  cold, 
Thy  form  bound  only  by  the  shroud's  pure  fold. 

For  life  with  alt  its  suflering  was  done. 

Then  agony  of  loneliness  o'ercame 

My  widow'd  heart — nighl  would  fit  emblem  seem 
For  the  evanishing  of  that  bright  dream ; 

The  heavens  were  dark — my  life  henceforth  the  sank 
No  hope — its  pulse  within  ray  breast  was  dead. 
No  light — the  clouds  hung  heavily  o'erhead. 


.  t 


It  brought  a  thrill  of  gladness 
VV^ith  clasped  hands,  and  stre 
Thanking  my  God  for  light 

And  gentle  calm  stole  o'er  my 

"  Oh,  soul !"  I  said,  « thy  bodir 
Though  sorrow  bind  thee  as 
Thy  Father^s  hand  is  guiding 

His  love  will  bring  a  true  and  ] 
Look  upward  once  again,  tho- 
Earth  may  be  darkneaa-^Heav) 


I  ■ 
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THE    CHURC 
mI  will  ihow  thee  the  bride,  the  Lemb 

Clad  in  a  robe  of  pure  and  apo 

The  youthful  bride  with  timid 

To  greet  the  hand  to  which  al 

Her  sofl  eyes  radiant  with  a  atm 

The  snowy  veil  which  circles  he 

Shades  the  sweet  face  from  ev( 

And  thus  enwrapt,  she  passes 

Nor  casts  a  look  but  on  the  unc 

So  should  the  Church,  the  bride 

Remembering  Whom  she  goett 

And  with  a  truth  that  cannot  I 

Holding  the  faith,  which  imto  hA 


E.  JUSTINE  BAYARD. 


Thu  giKcefiil  umI  accraipliabed  young  Udf  ii  a  daughter  of  Robert 
Bkyud,  Esq.,  of  Glenwood,  near  Fisbkill.  N.  Y.  Her  poemi  have 
appeared  now  and  then  in  Tbe  Literary  World,  and  in  The  Enicker- 
Wk«r,  signed  by  her  initialH ;  but  it  is  onlj  within  a  very  short  time 
that  she  has  allowed  the  public  to  share  in  the  profusion  of  her  treasurea. 
"Hiey  are  marked  by  an  esmest  thou^tfulnesB,  and  a  itrong  and  vtrid 
imagination. 


1     PUNKRAL    CHAICT    FOR    THI    OLD    TIAS. 

*T  la  the  death-night  of  the  solemn  Old  Tear ! 
And  it  calleth  from  its  shroud 
With  a  hollov  voice  and  laud. 
But  serene  t 
And  it  aatlh — "What  have  I  given 
That  hath  brought  thee  nearer  heaven? 
Dosl  thou  weep,  as  one  forsakoi, 
For  the  treasures  I  have  taken? 
Siandest  thou  beside  my  hearse 
With  a  blessing  or  a  cnrse  ? 
b  it  well  with  thee,  or  worse 
That  I  have  been?" 

T  is  the  dMlh-night  of  the  solemn  OU  Tear  1 
The  midnight  shades  that  fall,— 
They  will  serve  it  for  a  pall, 
In  their  gloom ;  — 
And  the  misty  vapours  crowding 
Are  the  withered  corse  enshrouding; 
And  the  black  clouds  looming  off  in 
The  far  sky,  have  plumed  the  coffin. 


..  ..»g 
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The  moon  hath  gone 
With  a  mourning  still 
For  her  loss :  — 
The  stars  dare  not  assemb 
Through  the  murky  night 
The  naked  trees  are  groani 
With  an  awful,  mystic  moi 
Wings  sweep  upon  th( 
Which  a  solemn  messt 
And  hosts,  whose  bam 
A  crownM  cross! 


•■    I 


'T  is  the  death-night  of  the  sc 
Who  make  the  fmieral 
When  the  queen  hath  < 
Who  are  here 
With  the  golden  crowns  tha 
All  invested  with  a  halo? 
With  a  splendour  transitory 
Shines  the  midnight  from  th 
And  the  psan  of  their 
Rolls  the  aisles  of  spae 
But  the  left  hearts  are  1 
For  they  were  dea 


•  , 


T  is  the  death-niirht  r.r  ♦!•-  --^^ 
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Lingering  with  their  faces  groundward, 
Though  their  feet  are  inarching  onward. 
They  are  shrieking,  —  they  are  calling 
On  the  rocks  in  tones  appalling, 

But  Earth  waves  them  from  her  view, — 
And  the  God-light  dazzles  through. 
And  they  shiver,  as  spars  do. 
Before  the  blast! 

'T  is  the  death-night  of  the  solemn  Old  Year ! 
We  are  parted  from  our  place 
In  her  motherly  embrace. 
And  are  lone! 
For  the  infant  and  the  stranger 
It  is  sorrowful  to  change  her — 
She  hath  cheered  the  night  of  mourning 
With  a  promise  of  the  dawning; 
She  hath  shared  in  our  delight 
With  a  gladness  true  and  bright: 
Oh!  we  need  her  joy  to-night  — 
But  she  is  gone! 

MUSIC     OF    NATURE. 

I  am  here  lonely!    There  was  once  a  time 

I  could  divine  no  sorrow  in  that  word; 
I  carried  in  my  heart  a  sweeter  chime 

Than  in  the  voice  of  other  men  is  heard; 
And  Nature  spake  to  me  in  sun  and  shade^ 
And  my  own  thought  a  pleasant  music  made. 

The  air  was  instinct  with  a  lovely  spell. 

The  winds  awoke  in  mystic  harmonies, 
And  moonlit  waves  at  summer  eve  could  tell 

Strange  tales  to  me,  as  playfully  the  breeze 
Swept  o^er  their  crests,  no  longer  still  or  mute. 
Like  fairy  fingers  over  harp  or  lute. 

2h 


The  numnUuns  had  another  toi 
No  melody  of  voice  or  instr 

But  verse  unrhvined.  sublime  ai 
His  words  inspired,  who  saw 

With  eyes  to  earth-scenes  wrap 

Or  the  Italian's  rapt  apocalypse. 

And  heaven's  deep  aznre,  over-a 
Spake  to  my  spirit  as  an  old 

Heard  from  afar,  with  hymnings 
Drawn  from  the  organ's  full  t 

Angelic  music  with  high  bliss  el 

To  Nature's  great  Designer  cons 

Tlie  soul  of  Nature  is  in  Nature 
But  there  has  gone  from  me  I 

Of  power  to  catch  her  whispers, 
With  untaught  poesy  each  lovf 

Therefore  her  beauty  most  awake 

To  mourn  the  absence  of  her  vo 

Like  those  sad  exiles  from  the  n 

Those  mute  and  lone  ones,  un 

Of  life  comes  not,  in  their  deep  i 
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Ah  no!  bright  goddess,  no.     I  will  not  stain 

The  lips  which  have  been  thine  with  words  like  these ; 

There  are  whose  sense  still  notes  the  exalted  strain, 
Though  mine  be  deadened  to  thy  minstrelsies. 

Sing  on  for  them  sweet    harmonist  divine, 

Thine  is  perennial  strength,  mute  weakness  mine. 

SONNET. 

Sprung  from  the  arid  rock  devoid  of  soil. 
In  vigorous  life  I  saw  one  blade  of  wheat. 
Bearing  its  precious  grain,  full-lobed  and  sweet, 

Remote  from  eye  of  him  whose  lusty  toil 

In  other  harvest  recompense  hath  found; 
And  it  seemed  good  to  me  that  labour  should 

Beyond  its  aim  or  asking  thus  abound. 
While  reaping  to  itself  its  purchased  food : 

So,  too,  from  him,  who  the  prolific  thought 
Sows  in  the  cultured  field  of  intellect, 
A  wandering  breath  its  course  may  intersect. 

And  bear  an  embryo  with  rich  promise  fraught 

Within  some  barren  soul  to  germinate. 

And  fill  with  fruitful  life  what  else  were  desolate. 


80N0. 

We  parted  at  noontide,  I  met  her  at  night, 
(How  the  inner  world  mocks  at  the  outer!) 

'T  was  day  in  her  presence,  that  spirit  of  light, 
'Twill  be  more  than  midnight  without  her. 

We  met  amid  tears,  amid  laughter  to  part, 
(How  the  inner  world  mocks  at  the  outer!) 

Those  tears  were  Hope's  baptism  sweet  to  my  heart. 
That  mirth  but  betrayed  me  to  doubt  her. 


T  SAW  a  lif^ht  cloud  floating  in  th 
Of  the  resplendent  moonshine; 
It«  fleecy  edges  shivered  in  the 
Alone,  at  firKt  it  moved  in  distance 
But  as  it  neared  on  the  broad  dial 
Of  the  full  moon,  it  §rrew  a  sett 
And  in  its  train  appeared  a  shad 
Attendant  vapours,  hov'ring  links,  1 
This  pale  forerunner,  and  huge  shi 
Which,  lowering  o'er  the  hills,  poi 

Thus,  on  its  inner  heaven,  the  sou 

Shapes  of  significance,  indefinite. 

Dimming  its  native  clarity,  yet  b 

And  cozening  in  beauty.    lione  the; 

In  seeming  harmless;  but  to  virtue' 

When  brought  to  Truth's  illumin 

They  show  as  darkness  —  harbin^ 

Of  gloomy  ranks,  whose  dim  perspc 

In  earthly  mists  bom  of  corruption') 

Leading  through  paths  obscure,  fronc 

STANZAS. 

(oil    riRDIlfO    THE    KEY    OP    AH 

Unlock,  unlock  the  shnnp*  ^f  •« 
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Thou  who  the  while  unconscious  played  thy  part, 
And  called  fair  music  from  her  silent  cell 

To  echo  murmurs  from  the  gushing  heart, 
Come!  wake  once  more  the  departed  spell, 

I  fain  would  hear  of  things  and  thoughts  again, 

Which  mingled  often  with  the  stealing  strain. 

Hark!  it  comes  creeping  on.     It  is  an  air 

Full  of  strange  wailing  —  mournfully  profound; 

Some  music-spirit  moaning  in  despair, 
Prisoned  in  that  sweet  barrier  of  sound : 

And  yet,  methinks  ^  might  1  a  captive  be 
If  thus  environed  in  captivity!" 

And  shadowy  forms  around  the  instrument 
Come  closely  pressing,  whispering  low  words 

That  keep  time  with  the  music,  redolent 
Of  deep  vibrations  in  the  hidden  chords 

That  round  the  heart  their  hurried  measure  keep, 

And  sway  its  pulses  with  resistless  sweep. 

Voice  of  the  voiceless !    Graves  give  up  their  dead. 
And  at  thy  words  departed  echoes  ring. 

Familiar  carols  from  the  lips  that  fled 
Long  weary  years  ago,  with  fatal  wing. 

Unto  the  silent  regions  of  the  tomb. 

And  died  away  there  in  its  hollow  gloom. 

Hush !  other  instruments  are  creeping  in 
To  perfect  the  concordance  of  the  whole, 

And  well-remembered  voices  now  begin 
To  bear  on  wings  invisible  my  soul. 

My  own!     Amongst  them  I  can  hear  my  own, 

Alas!  'Tis  almost  a  forgotten  tone! 
44 


Joyous  or  sorrowful  —  profoum 
Swiftly  thy  sweeping  chords 

Light  as  the  laughter  of  a  siiile 
Deep  as  the  anguish  told  in 

Smooth  as  the  flow  of  riyers  to 

Irregular  as  dark  insanity. 

There  have  been  hands  that  are 
(I  seem  to  feel  their  chillness 

Eyes  wept  the  while  they  move< 
As  this  impassive  metal — yet 

The  things  tliat  bind  lis  nearest, 

And  leave  a  hopeless  voice  when 

Now,  stranger  hands  across  tliosc 
And  other  walls  far  other  grou 

And  stranger  eyes  look  lovingly  \ 
The  unconscious  mover  of  the 

That  realm,  once  sacred,  my  8 we* 

And  sacred  ever  to  my  memory. 

But  thou,  impassive  thing,  thus  s* 

From  thv  sole  wealth  in  those 

Another  empire  be  thine  own  bes 

Be  thou  the  pass-key  to  the  sp 
Thou  thp  HAi;,r i-  •'    • 
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SYMPATHY. 

Hide  not  thy  secret  grief 
In  the  dark  chambers  of  the  soul, 
Where  sombre  thoughts  and  fancies  roll, 

Bringing  thee  no  relief. 
Gloomy  and  cold  the  spirit  grows, 
While  brooding  over  fancied  woes: 
The  lightest  care,  while  yet  concealed. 
Lies  like  a  mountain  on  the  breast; 
The  heaviest  grief,  when  once  revealed, 
Is  lulled  by  sympathy  to  rest- 
Relieve  thy  bursting  heart, 
And  pour  into  some  loving  ear 
Each  bitter  thought,  each  chilling  fear; 

How  soon  will  all  depart! 
And  words  of  love,  like  healing  balm, 
Will  gently  soothe  and  sweetly  calm, 
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..ai<.ii   nunc  o  ernuracn  a  : 
Ih  l)illernes8  to  end  ? 
Oh,  siill  despair  not  —  the 
To  whom  sad  hearts  have 
Though  rich  tlie  gifts  for 
None  ever  canie  unblest  a> 
Then,  though  all  earthly  ti 
Smile,  for  thou  hast  a  frien 


INPANCT. 

What?  my  merry  little  one 
Have  I  found  thee  all  alone 
Fast  asleep,  and,  as  it  seemt 
In  the  far-off  land  of  dreams 
Say  what  fancies  hover  roim 
While  the  chains  of  sleep  h( 
Where,  upon  this  sunny  moi 
Has  that  gentle  spirit  gone? 
One  fair  arm  is  lightly  throv 
Round  that  loved  and  loving 
As  in  peaceful  sleep  ye  lie. 
Innocence  and  infancy. 
But  what  dreamest  thou,  my 
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Ah  —  no  thoughts  like  these  have  place 

Ou  that  quiet,  serious  face. 

I  have  heard  that  angels  come, 

When  our  baby  spirits  roam, 

Round  the  slumberer^s  couch,  to  shower 

Visions  of  a  glorious  power. 

There  are  often  dreams  of  Heaven 

To  the  infant  spirit  given. 

Oh  —  we  cannot,  cannot  tell 

What  a  mighty  holy  spell 

Round  the  pure,  young  heart  is  twined, 

When  the  chains  of  slumber  bind 

Merry  eyes  that  never  weep  — 

Lips  that  close  not  save  in  sleep  — 

Tones  that  ring  in  wild  delight  — 

Voices  only  hushed  at  night. 

Then,  perhaps,  Ihy  soul,  my  boy, 

Wandereth  in  those  realms  of  joy. 

Oh!  couldst  thou  but  speak,  and  tell 

All  thy  gentle  steps  befell. 

What  a  glorious  tale  would  flow 

From  thy  lips,  in  accents  low, 

But,  alas  —  it  may  not  be. 

With  thy  slumbers  dreams  will  flee. 

^is  our  Heavenly  Father's  will. 

Merciful  and  gracious  still. 

Lest  thou  scorn  thine  earthly  lot, 

All  on  waking  is  forgot. 

Tis  to  infant  hearts  alone 

Holy  things  like  these  are  shown. 

When  a  few  short  years  are  o'er, 

These  bright  dreams  return  no  more. 

But  may  that  sweet  influence  still 

All  thy  heart  and  temper  fill. 

That  All-seeing  Eye  will  be 

Ever  watching  over  thee; 

44* 


1  iiese  dreams  that  nightly 
Prove  thine  in  blest  realit' 
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CHEERFUL    COlf 


I  KNOW  no  loneliness  of  heart,  —  no 
No  sighing  for  the  unattained, — the 
My  happiness  is  ever  near  in  treasun 
My  lowly  hopes  are  realized  in  youi 
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I  know  not  why  I  do  not  love  what  others  love  on  earth. 
Nor  why  what  others  seem  to  prize  to  me  is  nothing  worth. 
Nor  why  I  feel  so  trustful  of  every  one  I  see, 
Until  my  heart  belongs  to  them  more  than  it  does  to  me. 

The  flower  upon  our  mantelnshelf, — my  brother's  flute  at  night, 
The  way-worn  letter  from  afar  that  bringeth  pure  delight. 
The  voices  of  my  darling  ones  that  own  no  parlour  tone. 
With  these  to  sun  my  little  world,  I  could  not  feel  alone. 

I  have  an  earthly  mother,  and  my  home  is  in  her  heart. 
And  evermore  I  nestle  there,  though  we  are  far  apart; 
And  earthly  sisters  too  I  have,  and  brothers  for  my  love. 
That  cluster  round  me  like  the  stars  in  the  bright  heaven  above. 

In  fancy  only  I  can  live  and  love  beside  them  now. 

In  fancy  only  I  can  feel  their  kisses  on  my  brow : 

I  cannot  see  the  hands  I  pressed,  the  ringlets  I  have  curled; 

My  head  that  used  to  lean  on  them,  is  rested  on  the  world. 

I  know  that  heaven  is  near  to  earth  where'er  my  lot  may  Mi ; 
I  know  that  they  will  pray  for  me,  the  frailest  of  them  all; 
And  I,  if  I  were  growing  grELy^  should  sleep  the  sleep  of  youth, 
For  my  soul  is  rocked  to  slumber  on  the  bosom  of  their  truth. 

There  is  a  worldly  wisdom  that  preacheth  to  despise 
The  chime  of  youthful  feeling,  that  impulsively  replies 
To  the  whisper  of  aflfection,  wherever  it  may  spring. 
And  proflTer  to  the  gazing  world  its  fragrant  blossoming. 

The  dew  refuseth  not  to  bathe  the  dusty  wayside  flowers. 
Restoring  to  the  faded  grass  the  green  of  vernal  hours; 
And  though  the  faith  were  all  disproved  another  hath  professed, 
The  withered  soul  may  be  revived  upon  a  loving  breast 


.  —  ^   .<      «J     Vfl      IKS      hlUOb- 


And  Genius,  bending  to  its  clay,  fo 
The  only  night  that  I  could  know  v 
The  guile  that  worketh  at  the  heart,- 

I  love  the  smallest  living  thing  to  t 
Hath  sanctified  the  beautiful,  with  e 
I  hear  a  glad  philosophy  throughoui 
And  often  think  the  cup  of  life  for 


TO    ▲    LAD 


Think  eyes  are  very  bea 
I  would  they  were  les 

For  then  the  serpent  shii 
Could  never  pain  my  f 

I  would  that  sometimes  tl 
To  shed  repentant  tean 

O'er  all  the  ruin  of  thy  1 
O'er  all  the  blight  of  } 

Thy  brow  so  very  queen! 

Truth's  coronet  should 

But  Falsehood's  circlet  da 


ANGELINA    8.     MUMFORD. 

I've  been  among  the  foolish  ones 
Who  loud  thy  praises  sing, 

And  almost  wept  to  think  thou  art 
A  hollow-hearted  thing: 

Unworthy  all  the  flattery 

Thou  livest  to  secure; 
Unlovely  in  thy  inner  life, 

Though  outwardly  so  pure. 

Ah!  yes,  thy  face  is  beautiful, 

But  vainly  there  I  trace 
The  type  of  inward  purity. 

And  spiritual  grace. 

And  gloomy  is  the  prophecy, 
That  fills  my  boding  heart; 

For  me  thou  never  hast  deceived, 
With  thine  unequalPd  art. 
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And  they  who  know  thy  treachery, 
Whom  thou  hast  once  beguiled. 

They  spare  thee  for  thy  husband's  sake, 
And  for  thy  only  child. 


_   ••««     «•  A  a  fc\^i 


,1  ui  uit;  luuowinnr  exquisite 
and  a  iiielodioud  and  impressive  ix>wcr  ( 


LOVE     AND     1 

It  had  passed  in  all  its  grandeur,  tht 
Had  paid  its  pearly  tribute  to  each 
AiuU  while  a  thousand  sparklers  da 
Close  folded  to  a  rose-bud's  hearty 

Throughout  each  fevered  petal  had 

ness  gone, 
They  had  mingled  dew  and   ftagn 

were  one; 
The  bud,  its  love  in  perfume  breath* 

guest 
Grew  glowing  as  the  life-hue  of  the 

He  dreamed  away  the  hours  with   I 

fair. 
No  thought  filled  his  young  spirit,  I 
While  ever  bending  wakefuUy,  the  b 
For  fear  the  envious  zephyrs  might 

But  forth   from  out  his   tent  of  clo 


HELEN    W.     IRVING. 
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Then  peering  through  the  shadowy  leaves,  the  rain-drop  marked 

on  high, 
A  many-hued  triumphal  arch  span  all  the  eastern  sky  — 
He  saw  his  glittering  comrades  all  wing  their  joyous  flight, 
And  stand,  a  glorious  brotherhood,  to  form  that  bow  of  light ! 

Aspiring  thoughts  his  spirit  thrilled — ^^Oh,  let  me  join  them, 

love ! 
Pll  set  thy  beauty's  impress  on  yon  bright  arch  above. 
And,  as  a  worid's  admiring  gaze  is  raised  to  Iris  fair, 
T  will  deem  my  own  dear  rose-bud's  tint,  the  loveliest  colour 

there !" 

The  gentle  bud  released  her  clasp— swift  as  a  thought  he  flew, 
And  brightly  'mid  that  glorious  band  he  soon  was  glowing,  too — 
All  quivering  with  delight  to  feel,  that  she,  his  rose-bud  bride^ 
Was  gazing,  with  a  swelling  heart,  on  this,  his  hour  of  pride ! 


But   the   shadowy   night  came   down,  at  last — the   glittering 

bow  was  gone. 
One  little  hour  of  triumph,  was  all  the  drop  had  won; 
He  had  lost  the  warm  and  tender  glow,  his  distant  bud-love's 

liue. 
And  he  sought  her  sadly  sorrowing— a  tear-dimmed  star  of  dew. 


••»■     A»^v.     .L^l, 


or  he  Presbyterian  denomination,  ar 
College,  Eofclon,  Pennsylvania.  Her  p, 
choice  circle  of  friends,  whose  affectio 
praise;  tliougrh  she  has  talent  enough  to 
the  force  and  originality  of  the  following 


GALILEO    BEFORE    THl 

Why  wrapped  he  not  a  e 

Around  his  lofty  form? 
Why  bore  he  not  with  da 

The  bursting  of  the  sto 
Why  cringed  the  mind  tha 

Where  others  gazed  disr 
With  servile  will  before  th 

Whose  grasp  was  on  hii 

They  tell  us  it  was  fear  tl 

His  mighty  spirit,  when 
He  stooped  beneath  the  rue 

Of  superstition's  chain  : 
—  The  dungeon  cell  was  d 

Was  pleasant  to  his  eye, 
And,  holy  tho'  the  truth,  fo 

He  did  not  dare  to  die. 
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Who  wandered  with  unfailing  flight. 

Creation's  vastness  o'er, 
And  brought  to  light  an  infinite, 

So  unconceived  before. 

When  gazmg  on  those  worlds  which  first 

He  was  allowed  to  scan, 
How  puny  would  appear  the  aims 

And  littleness  of  man  ? 
And  proud  his  inward  consciousness. 

That  he  had  dared  to  be 
A  sharer  in  the  mysteries 

Of  God's  immensity. 

When  back  to  earth  he  turned  again, — 

Such  brilliant  visions  past. 
How  most  contemptible  would  seem 

The  trammels  round  him  cast! 
And  yet  his  lofty  character 

Submitted  to  the  stain; 
And  lulling  Ignorance  entwined 

Her  weak,  Delilah  chain. 

Strange  that  the  ray  which  beamed  for  him 

With  such  intense  delight. 
Should  for  a  single  moment  lose 

Its  glory  in  his  sight : — 
Strange  that  the  eye  whose  strength  could  pierce 

From  world  to  world  afar. 
Should  suffer  fear  to  cloud  the  blaze 

Of  Truth's  diviner  star! 


45  2 1 


.<^>uitie«  a  ail  urpiioii,  u  lutu 

resides  with  her  brother.  She  has  wri 
that  city,  under  the  name  of  Marie  Roi 
diDtin^niistied  by  the  elevated  tone  of  a 
useful  purpose  they  display. 

WBART. 

Father!  Pm  »ad  and  weary 
Weary  of  earth,  its  trouble 
Weary  of  combat  with  its  : 

Is  there  no  refuge  for  me  on 

Deceived  by  those  on  whom 
Weary  of  broken  friendship, 
Yearning  to  trust,  and  yet  ti 

I  come  to  One,  in  whom  I  mi 

Oh !  I  am  weary  of  this  sinful 
Weary  of  error,  and  yet  erri 
Knowing  yet  doing  not  thy 

Oh,  I  am  weary  of  this  endleo 

I  ask  not  that  thou  take  me  fr 
But  keep  me  from  its  evils, - 
And  give  me  strength  its  ma 

To  act  all  worth  v  ^f  —  ' 


MARY    J.    REED. 

% 

Oh  give  to  me  an  innate  dread  of  fdn. 
That  1  may  tread  thy  way  in  holy  fear, 
Striving  to  keep  my  conscience  ever  clear; 

My  words  all  right,  and  purity  within. 

And  if  I  feel  this  life  a  weariness, 

With  such  an  utter  loneliness  of  heart, 

Oh  gird  my  spirit — newer  strength  impart  — 

With  heavenly  sympathy  my  spirit  hless. 

Then  will  my  soul  the  holy  influence  know. 
Then  may  I  be  a  conqueror  in  the  strife. 
And  I  may  firmly  tread  my  way  through  life, 

Till  ends  its  toilsome  pilgrimage  below. 
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LITTLE    CHILDREN. 

Speak  gently  to  the  little  child. 

So  guileless  and  so  free, 
Who  with  a  trustful,  loving  heart 

Puts  confidence  in  thee. 
Speak  not  the  cold  and  careless  words 

Which  time  has  taught  thee  well, 
Nor  breathe  one  thought  whose  saddened  tone 

Despair  might  seem  to  tell. 

If  on  his  brow  there  rests  a  cloud. 

However  light  it  be. 
Speak  loving  words,  and  let  him  feel 

He  has  a  friend  in  thee; 
And  do  not  send  him  from  thy  side 

Till  on  his  face  shall  rest 
The  joyous  look  and  sunny  smile. 

That  mark  a  happy  breast 


Tk       .'.  ""'""'  'ne  noise 
Thus  doing  good,  and  ble 

io  spend  the  whole  of 
To  We  ^ieh  p„^  ^g^^^^ 

That  thus  to  thee  i.  p,e, 
iiiehabitwit  ofHearenJ 


>■««  «w©. 


LINDSAY  &   BLAKI8TON 

PUBLISH  THE 

BRITISH   FEMALE   POETS: 

BIOGRAPHICAL  AND  CRITICAL  NOTICES, 

BT 

GEO.  W.  BETHUNE. 

AH  ELEGANT  VOLUME,  WITH  A  HANDSOME  VIONETTB   TITLE, 

AND 

PORTRAIT  OF  THE  HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

The  Literary  contents  of  this  work  contain  copious  selections  from 

the  writings  of 

Anne  Boleyn,  Countess  of  Arnndely  QrUeen  Ellsa1Mtl^  Dvebess  of 

Ne^rcastle^  Kllsabeth  Cartery  Mrs*  Tlghey  Miss  H>na«h  MorOf 

Mrs*  Hcmans*  Lady  Flora  Hastings*  Mrs*  Amelia  Ople*  Miss 

EUxa  C00IC9  Mrs*  Sonthey,  Miss  Lowe*  Mrs*  Vfortony  BUlxabeth 

B*  Barrett)  Catharine  Parr,  Mary  Q^neen  of  Seots«  Conntess 

of  Pembroke*  Lady  Mary  l/Vortley  Montague*  Mrs*  Gre« 

▼life*  Mrs*  Barbanld*  Joanna  BallUe*  Letttla  EUsabetli 

Landon*  Charlotte  Bllxabeth*  Mary  Russell  Mltford* 

Mrs*  Coleridge*  Mary  How^ltt*  Frances  Kemble  Butler* 

4te*  4te*  Ae» 

The  whole  forming  a  beautiful  specimen  of  the  highly  cuhivated  state  of 

the  arts  in  the  United  States,  as  regards  the  paper,  typography, 

and  binding  in  rich  ana  various  styles. 

OPINIONS  OF  THE   PRESS. 

In  the  department  of  Enflish  poetiy,  we  have  Innf  looked  for  a  epirit  caat  in  natnre'k  flneat,  jat 
most  elevated  mould,  poaeened  of  the  most  delicate  and  ezqoiaite  taite,  the  keeneet  perceptioD 
of  the  innate  true  aiid  henutiful  in  poetnr,  aa  oppnaed  to  their  oppoaitea,  who  onaU  nre  to  oa  a 
pure  collection  of  the  Bntish  Female  Poeta ;  many  of  them  among  the  choicest  ipinta  that  eTar 
graced  and  adorned  humanity.  The  object  of  oar  march,  in  thia  diatinct  and  important  miMion, 
n  before  um  ;  and  we  acknowledce  at  once  in  Dr.  Bethnna.  the  fnfted  poet,  the  eloquent  diTina, 
and  the  humble  Chnstian.  one  who  combinea,  in  an  eminent  defcne,  all  the  chanM^rirtiCi  above 
allQdfHl  to.  It  rais*^  the  mind  loftier,  and  makea  it  porified  with  the  tuul,  to  float  in  an  atmeapliara 
of  spiritual  puniy,  to  peruse  the  elegant  Tcdama  before  us,  chaata,  rich,  and  beautiful,  withoat  and 
within.— rAe  l^iator. 

We  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  any  prerioos  attempt  to  form  a  poetical  hwnfiir/  nxUvtknkf 
tnm  frnnlena  planted  by  female  hands,  and  made  fraarant  and  beaatiful  bjr  womaa'a  frentla  eoltora. 
We  know  ft*w  men  equally  qualified  with  the  gifted  Editor  of  this  voluroe  for  the  tastaftil  and 
judicious  selectKin  and  adjustment  of  the  ranoos  flowen  that  are  to  delight  with  their  awaataaaa, 
anothe  with  their  softnen,  and  impart  profit  with  their  sentiment.  The  nilume  is  enriched  with 
Biograpliical  Sketches  of  some  wztir  poetesses,  eacli  sketch  being  followed  with  specamens  cbane- 
teristic  of  her  style  and  powers  of  verse.  In  beautv  of  typo^raphv,  and  general  gelhmg  aip,  thk 
Tdame  is  quite  equal  to  the  best  issues  of  its  tasteful  and  enterprising  publiahera. — Ejpticcp^  Reeorier, 

It  ia  handsomely  embellished,  and  may  be  described  aa  a  casket  of  gema.  Dr.  Bethiroe,  wIm»  Ii 
himaelf  a  poet  of  no  mean  genios,  has  in  this  volume  exhibitied  the  most  reflned  taate.  Tlia  woric 
may  be  regarded  aa  a  treasury  of  nearly  all  the  best  pieces  of  British  Female  f\>eta.— £iffM»«r. 

This  volume,  which  is  &r  more  soiled  for  a  holyday  gift  than  many  which  are  preparad  axprwaly 
for  the  purpose,  contains  extracts  fironi  all  the  most  dwtinguiabed  English  Female  Fbata,  aeleclad 
with  the  taste  and  judgment  which  we  have  a  right  to  expect  fkrom  the  eminent  divina  aod  hjaMf 
gifted  piet  whose  name  adoma  the  title  page.    It  ii  a  rare  cnUcetioa  of  the  richaat  geaa.— Am^ 


Dr.  Bethune  has  selected  his  matenals  with  exqoiaite  taste,  calling  the  furest  and 
flowers  fn>ni  the  extensive  field  cultivated  bv  the  Bntish  Female  Poets.  The  brief  Biographical 
Notices  add  niurh  intrrcitt  to  the  volume,  and  vastly  increase  its  value.  It  is  pleasant  to  nnd  hard- 
working  and  rl«iK<>-tliinkini;  divines  thus  recreating  themselves,  and  contnbating  bv  their  raoTM- 
tions  to  the  reiinenient  of  the  axe.  Dr.  Bethune  has^  brought  to  hia  task  poetic  entanmam,  and  s 
ready  perception  uf  the  pure  and  beautiftil.— ^.  Y. 
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UNDSAT  &  BLAKISTON'S  PUBLICATIONS. 


A  BOOK  FOR  EVERT  CHRISTIAN, 

THB  SECOND  EDITION. 


MEMOIR  OF  MISS  MARQARET  MERGER. 

BT  CA8PAR  HORRI8,  M.  D. 

A  neat  18mo.  yolome,  with  a  beautiful  Engrayed 

PQRTRAiT  OF  MISS  MERCER, 

OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS. 

MiM  Mereer  wmm  a  dftucbter  of  the  late  Governor  Mercer,  of  Maryland.  Her  fliUwr. 
irho  waa  a  Virfinian,  and  the  deeceodant  of  a  diMinguiabed  fiimily,  remored  to  Straw* 
-jerry  Hill,  near  Annapolis,  Md.,  soon  after  hit  marriage.  In  the  memoirof  the  daughter, 
ire  have  the  moral  portraiture  of  a  character  of  great  moral  worth.  MisA  Mercer  was 
a  Christian,  who  earnestly  sought  to  promote  the  glory  of  the  Saviour,  in  persevering 
edbrts  to  be  useful  in  every  position,  and  especially  as  a  teacher  of  the  young.  Her 
energy  of  mind  and  elevated  principles,  united  with  humility  and  gentleness,  and  devoted 
piety,  illustrated  in  her  useful  life,  rendered  her  example  worthy  of  a  lasting  memoriaL 
The  work  is  accompanied  by  numerous  extracts  from  her  correspoodenoe.  —  CkriMttmm 
0k§erv9r,  

The  perusal  of  this  Memoir  will  do  good ;  it  shows  bow  much  can  be  accompliriiBd  by 
superior  talents,  under  the  control  of  a  heart  imbued  with  love  to  the  Saviour.  The 
contemplation  of  the  character  of  Miss  Mercer  may  lead  others  to  put  forth  nimilar 
ellbrts,  and  reap  a  like  reward.— OkruticK  CkronUU. 

It  is  impossible  to  read  this  Memoir  without  the  conviction  that  Miss  Mercer  was  a 
rery  superior  woman,  both  in  her  attainments  and  her  entire  self-consecration.  In 
laying  down  the  book,  we  feel  alike  admiration  for  the  biographer  and  the  sul^ectof  the 
Memoir  — PrttkfUrUn. 
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WATSON'S  NEW  DICTIONARY  OF  POETICAL  QUOTATIONS. 

A  neat  13nio.  Volume  in  plain  and  extra  bindingt. 


A  NEW  DICTIONARY  OF  POETICAL  QUOTATIONS, 

CONSISTING  OP  ELEGANT  EXTRACTS  ON  EVERY  SUBJECT, 
Compiled  from  various  Authors,  and  arranged  under  appropriate  heads, 

BT  joaar  t.  'watsoxt,  x.2>. 


OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS. 

We  may  safely  recommend  this  book  as  a  collection  of  some  of  the  most  beautiftil 
conceptions,  elegantly  expressed,  to  be  found  in  the  range  of  English  and  American 
fioetry.— Sslar^y  Courier. 

We  regard  this  as  the  best  book  of  a  similar  character  yet  published.— CTsrsMmlswA 
TV^rupk,  

In  this  Dictionary  of  Quotations  every  subject  is  touched  upon ;  and,  while  the  selec> 
tlon  has  been  careflilly  made,  it  has  the  merit  of  containing  the  best  thoughts  of  tba 
Poets  of  our  own  day,  which  no  other  collection  lias.—  U.  8.  u^uiU, 

The  selections  in  this  hook  are  made  with  taste  firom  all  poets  of  note,  and  are  daaaed 
under  a  great  rariety  of  subjects.— jPre«^f«r<««. 

1!*he  Quotations  appear  to  have  been  selected  with  great  Judgment  and  taste,  by  one 
Well  acquainted  with  whatever  is  most  elegant  and  beautlfUI  in  the  whole  rang*  af 
literature.— CSkrMtiaa  Obitrvr 


BY  J.  SARTAIN,  PH 

INCLUDIN 

Infancy,  (Vi;»notte  Title,)  Designed 

Chil<ih<;i>(l,  Tninted 

B<»yli«rtr»;I,  (Frontispiece,)  Painted. . . 

GirlhiK>d 

Maidenhooil 

The  Bride 

Tlie  Mother 

The  Widow 

Manhoo<l,  Designed 

Old  Age 

The  Shrouded  Mirror,  Designed 

The  literary  contents  comprise  original  art. 

the  pens  of 

Rbt.  Gv  W.  Bktbuitb,  RiT.  Clbxbxt  M.  Bm 
OseooD,  Mrs.  Halb,  Mks.  Ellbt,  J.  T. 
WoLPK  HowB,  Miss  Skdowick,  Rbt. 
H.  Hastings  Weld,  Miss  Cakoliitb  i 
Baktlbtt,  Esa-t  Aligb  G.  Lbb,  h 

AND  OTHER  FAVOURITE  AUTHORS  O 

EDITED  BY  MRS.  L  C. 

And  richly  bound  in  Ta 


OPINIONS  OF  THE  ] 

This  is  an  rieffant  Tolume ;  with  an  excellent  desifi 
In  fy[M>irraphiral  execution,  with  bcautiflil  enirraviu 
human  life  in  a  inTiet  of  mezzotints  of  the  niost  flni 
tiin-ii  pn>sent  boyhood  ami  KirlhtKxl,  the  lover  and  tlie 
till'  %\  idow  and  old  n^,  with  many  other  acenea  that  i 
inipreaaion.  The  literary  dc|>artnicnt  i«  executed  by  i 
wntera,  forming  altogether  a  beautiflil  gid-book,  appi 
§9rver. 
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LINDSAY  ilv:    BLAKLSTON   PUBLISH, 

SCENES  IN  THE  LIVES  OF  THE  PATRIARCHS 

AND  PROPHETS ; 

A   COMPANION    TO   THE 

SCENES  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  THE  SAVIOUR  AND  THE  APOSTLES. 

EDITED  BY  THE  RET.  H.  HASTINGS  WELD. 

BEAUTIFULLY  1LLU8TRATF.O  BY 

EIGHT  EHORAVINOS   ON   STEEL,  BT  8ARTAIH. 

iircLUDiNa 

Saul  presenting  his  Daughter  to  David Painted  by  Woodforde. 

A  View  of  Hebron,  Vignette  Title-page. ...  *•  Bracebridge. 

God's  Covenant  wit^  Noah **  Rothermel. 

Abraham  OiTering  up  Isaao **  Westall. 

The  Arrival  of  Rebekah **  Schopin. 

Jacob  at  the  House  of  Laban **  Schopin. 

Moses  Smiting  the  Rock **  Murillo. 

Elijah  Fed  by  Ravens **  Corbould. 

With  a  choice  Selection  of  Hatter  lYom  the  Writings  of 

Milton,  Hkxaitb,  Wokdbwoktb,  Ckolt,  Willis,  Youire,  Sioouritbt, 

Whittibk,  Howitt,  Scott,  Hbbbk,  MoirTeoMBKT,  Milmah, 

Hannah  Morb,  Watts,  Dalb,  Tappan,  and  other 

Eminent  Writers  of  this  and  other  Countries. 

Hcmdfomdy  bound  in  cloth  giU,  Turhty  Morocco,  or  in  white  calf. 


OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS. 

TY^  character  of  tbe  scenes  represented,  the  pare  and  eloquent  sacred  poetry  whleh 
the  work  contains,  render  it  a  book  peculiarly  bcflltlny  pre«entation  at  tliat  scanon  when 
the  world  is  celebratinf  tbe  birth  of  its  Saviour.  We  nope  this  Joint  olTort  of  tlip  i'«ncil 
and  pen  to  render  familiar  the  sacred  scenes  of  the  Okl  Testament,  will  meet  the  support 
whkh  it  deserves  fh>m  all  lovers  of  the  sacred  volume.— Glri«ljax  Mcoemtt  sad  jMimci. 


We  do  but  simple  Justice  when  we  declare,  that  it  has  seldom  Adien  to  our  lot  to 
notirc  a  book  which  poaaesses  so  many  and  such  varied  attractions.  Mr.  Weld  has 
fath«>red  from  the  best  writers  the  most  beautiful  of  their  works,  in  illustration  of  his 
thenio.  and  prepared  for  the  reader  a  rich  repast.  We  are  assured  that  the  %'olumc  befinne 
OS  will,  like  those  which  preceded  it.  come  acceptably  before  the  public,  and  be  aflivourite 
oiBiriug  duriiif;  the  approaching  holiday  seaaon.— GroAaai**  Mig€zime. 

It  is  a  handnome  octavo,  beautifully  Illustrated  with  enffravinfrs  on  steel,  in  8artain*S 
mnnnrr.  It  is  published  in  uniform  style  with  "The  Sa>ne«  in  th»  Life  of  the 
Saviour,"  and  is  every  way  worthy  to  continue  this  line  series  of  scriptural  works. 
1!*he  lit»;rary  portion  of  the  volume  is  admirablv  chosen,  embracing  many  or  the  most 
distingtiiflifMl  names  in  America.  As  a  work  of  art,  it  is  a  credit  to  the  book>makinf 
of  our  comxlry.—Boiton  Mlm§. 

This  is  pn-euiinently  a  book  of  beauty— printed  in  the  best  style,  on  the  finest  and 
fkirest  papiT.  and  embellished  with  the  richest  specimens  of  the  enfrraver's  art.  Its 
contents  comprino  a  rhoicr-  selection  flrom  the  writings  of  celellrated  poets,  illustratlvit 
of  the  character,  tlir  r<»utitri«Mi.  and  of  tlic  limes  of  the  Patriarchs  and  Propliels.  TIm 
elevated  spirit  and  character  of  the  sacred  poetry  in  this  volume,  as  well  as  its  surpa«> 
ing  beauty,  will  render  it  peculiarly  valuable  aa  a  present  or  an  ornament  for  tbe  parloar 
tablew— OkrMd'aa  Ob$erter. 


rvinrr,  imntftl  i)y  iVcnine  —  rnmlui-  C 

piwe ;  l^ 
Antii<>li  111  Syriri.  I'jr  Il.inliiii:— Vimii'ite  lille; 

John  rt-pniTiiii:  Ili-r-itl  \t\  l^iUiiiii;  I*: 

C'liriM.  Miiti  lii«  l)iM  i|iii'S.  \%«-i'|iitip  over  Jeruaa-  Ji> 
Inn,  liv  l>*-:::f>. 

THK  LITKKAKY  CONTEXTS  CONSIST  OF  I 

Bishop  lleber,   l«owelK  Keble,  I  la 
Ileinaii!«,  MrN.  Siffourney^  llarton, 
pan,  Pierpont,  Lonf^fellow,  IHh 
well,  I'ercival,  Bouringy  and  « 

Beautifully  bound,  in  various  Mylcs,  t 

of  the  Savioi 

We  do  nni  know  where  we  could  find 
prewni  fur  a  Chricttian  friend.     It  will  alwa> 
thoee  ephrnicrni  worku  which  ere  read,  Ioor 
•cenes  dear  lo  ihe  hcans  ot  Chrisiiana,  whicl 
place. — Banner  of  the  Cms. 

Here  is  truly  a  beautiful  volume,  admirab 
execution.  The  editor,  with  a  refined  tasie, 
Scripiurc  history,  hos  srlecird  aome  of  the  bcai 
authors  in  ilJu^iration  of  various  scenea  in  th 
his  own  facile  pen  has  given  ua  in  prose  a  t* 
The  lyre  of  Ilrher  8<>em9  to  vibrate  again  a 
Kobic,  Jenncr,  diwpfr.  flerrick.  Bernard, 
gliiwinp  wriicr.x.  phine  ngain  by  the  light  of  C 
effulgence  of  a  pure  reliuiun.  It  is  an  elegar 
Christ niss  gift. —  Tran$cript. 

The  exterior  i»  novel  ond  beautiful ;  the  tyj 
of  the  art ;  and  the  engravings,  nine  in  num 
of  Mr.  8artRin.  The  prose  articles  contribute! 
and  (he  poetical  Keiections  nre  mode  with  judg 
compnnioii  of  "  Scenes  in  the  Lite  of  the  Sav 
worthy  of  Christian  patronage  than  the  great  i 
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Chmt  hf  tli0  Well  of  Sycfaar,  bjr  EimIm  Signol ; 
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Walkiiif  on  the  Sea,  by  Henry  Riohtar ; 
The  Ten  Lepera,  by  A.  Vandyke : 
The  LmC  Sapper,  by  BeniBmm  Weat : 
The  WooMn  at  the  Sepnuhre,  by  Philip  TlaL 
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The  volume  is  richly  and  beautifully  bound  in  Turkey  Morocco,  gilt,  whitB 
calf  extra,  or  embossed  cloth,  gilt  edges,  sides  and  back. 


We  commend  this  volume  to  the  attention  of  those  who  would  plaoe  a 
Souvenir  in  the  hands  of  their  friends,  to  invite  them  in  the  purest  strains  of 
poetry,  and  by  the  eloquence  of  art,  to  study  the  Life  of  the  Saviour.— CAriti.  06f . 


The  contents  are  so  arranged  as  to  constitute  a  Poetical  and  Pictorial  Life 
of  the  Saviour,  and  we  can  tnink  of  no  more  appropriate  gift-book.  In  typo* 
graphy,  embellishments,  and  binding,  we  have  recently  seen  nothing  mora 
tasteful  and  rich.— iVorCA  Ameriam, 

We  like  this  book,  as  well  for  its  beauty  as  for  its  elevated  character.  It 
is  just  such  an  one  as  is  suited,  either  for  a  library,  or  a  parlour  centre-table ; 
and  no  one  can  arise  from  its  perusal  without  feeling  strongly  the  sublinutf 
nnd  enduring  character  of  the  Christian  religion.— Harmfrvrg  TeUgrapk, 

This  is  truly  a  splendid  volume  in  all  its  externals,  while  its  contents  are 
richly  worthy  of  the  magnificent  style  in  which  they  are  presented.  As  illus- 
trations of  the  Life  and  rassion  ol  the  Saviour  of  mankind,  it  will  form  an 
appropriate  Souvenir  for  the  season  in  which  we  commemorate  his  coming 
upon  earth. — NeaVs  GaxeUe, 
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